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Critic  *  yet  the  Author  prays  to  urge,  in  mitigation  o£ 
judgment,  that  inevitable  circumftances  compelled  him  to 
make  many  and  material  alterations  from  his  original  <2opy, 
which  (could  it  have  been  reconciled  to  the  various  oppofite 
interefts  of  thole,  whofe  talents  had  laid  him  under  fo  manjr 
prior  obligations)  certainly  pofleffed  a  much  (Ironger  claim  td 
favour  in  the  clofet,  than  the  Bagatelle  now  prefeiued. 

In   reprcfentaiion^     the   powerful   aid  of 

Mufick  has  more  than  compenfated  for  the  omiffion  or 
derangement  of  paffage*  once  thought  necefiary  to  the  Opera, 
as  well  as  for  the  introdu&ion  of  much  extraneous  colloquial 
additions. 


VI 

In  publication,  the  attempts  at  Poetry  are  all 
the  Author  can  offer  to  fupply  the  deleft  of  fable  ;  aware  of 
the  indulgence  they  (land  in  need  of,  he  is  only  encouraged  by 
the  remembrance  of  former  liberality,  to  hope  it  in  the  prefent 
iuftance. 

The  Names  attached  to  the  Dramatis 
Perfonae,  fufficiently  announce  the  powerful  affiitance 
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his  firm  friends  and  zealous  fupporters. 
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ACT     I. 


SCENE  I.  —  -A  Land/cape,  with  a  Park  and  Manor- 
hou[e—a  white  Cottage  in  the  dijlance  —  PLAINLY'* 
Houfe  in  front.  —  JENKINS,  CLODPOLE,  MARGERY, 
and  other  Peafantt  enter  with  bajkets  of  poultry, 


CHORUS. 

OUMMER  and  winter  gliding  past, 

Seven  good  years  at  length  have  flown, 

And  our  new  landlord  comes  at  lalt 

To  call  theie  fruitful  fields  his  own. 

yen.       To  matter  fteward  let's  away, 

For  his  good  word  \ve  need*  mufl  pray. 

\fhty  knock  At  PLAINLY'/  far, 

B 
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Enter  HARRY  (from  the  houfe). 

Har*  Why  how  now,  who  makes  fuch  anoife  at  the  door.? 

Jtn.  Here  bei  I,  farmer  Jenkins,  and  old  goody  Sawyer, 
And  Clodpole  and  Bridget  and  halt  a  fcore  more, 
Who  all  want  to  fpeak  with  your  mailer  the  lawyer. 

Cborui— We  all  want  to  fpeakvvith  your  matter  the  lawyer. 
Har.  He's  bufy,  he's  poorly— he'i  gone  out  to  dine. 
Clod.  Nay  give  him  this  token-  [Givtt  a  lajket. 

Brid.  And  pray  give  him  mine.  f  Gi<vtt  a  bajket. 

Goody.  And  if  I  offer  this \Pf'r*  money. 

Har.  I  wont  take  it  amifs, 

For  1  know  'tis  the  fafhion  wi'  farvants  in  town, 
So,  if  mafter  be  up—why  I'll  e'en  fetch  him  down; 

[Exit  into  the  bouje. 

Cbtrnu  To  pay  to  fee  an,  as  thof  'twere  a  fhow, 
Let's  hope  our  new  mafter  may  ne'er  ferve  us  fo. 
May  profperity  guard  hofpitality's  door, 
And  long  life  to  the  landlord  that's  kind  to    the  poor. 

Jen.  Here  comes  Mafter  Steward,  and  in  a  pretty 
pucker  fure  enough. 

Enter  PLAINLY. 

Plain,  (driving  Harry  on  from  houfe.}  Away,  rafcal, 
did  not  I  hear  you  fay  I  was  out  ?  did  not  1  fee  you 
take  a  bribe  ?  did  you  ever  fee  me  take  a  bribe  ? 

Har.  No,  fir,  you  never  let  me^you  take  one. 

Villagers,  Nay,  but  mafter  fteward 

Plain.  How  dare  you  bribe  a  poor  fervingman  ? 
and  bring  your  nicknacks  and  niceties  to  me,  as  if 
the  road  to  my  heart  Jay  down  my  throat,  and  you 
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would  make  a  turnpike  of  my  mouth  in  fpite  of  my 
teeth. 

Clod.  Nay.  doantee  be  angry  wi'  all  of  us — here 
be  poor  old  Margery  did  not  offer  to  gi'  a  varthing. 

Plain.  And  why  not  ? 

Mar.  Alack !  1  have  nothing  to  give — I  camt 
but  to  afk  your  good  word  wi'  our  new  landlord, 
and  if  I  pay  him,  there  will  be  nought  left  for  the 
fteward,  and  fo  I  tell  thee  honeftly. 

Plain.  Here  !  you  who  would  fooner  give  to  the 
rich  than  lend  to  the  poor,  carry  this  trumpery  to 
the  widow's  cottage — infult  me  with  the  like  again, 
and  your  farms  (hall  be  raifed. 

Mar.   (anxioufly)  And  mine,  too  ? 

Plain.  No— as  your  age   rifes  your  rent  (hall  be 

lowered — go  !   I'll  fpeak  a  good  word  for  all  of  you. 

[Exeunt  Villager s>  different  fides. 

So,  in  the  courfe  of  this  day  it  will  be  decided 
which  of  three  young  men  is  to  be  lord  of  this 
manor — this  day  the  will  muft  be  fulfilled,  and  here 
comes  my  brother  executor,  Mr.  Dubious,  who  Ali- 
peds all  mankind,  and  believes  nothing  unlefs  he 
fees  it. 


Enter  DUBIOUS, 


Dub.  No,  nor  then  neither !  till  I  am  fure  my 
eyes  are  open,  and  that  I  am  not  in  a  dream. 

Plain.  And  when  that  is  once  afcertained 

Dub.  It  depends  a  great  deal  on  the  colour  of  my 
fpeftacles — Yeftcrday  I  miftook  one  for  a  very  fair 
gentleman  in  white  filk  hole,  who  proved  «o  be  a 
blackleg,  and  this  very  morning  when  my  ward 
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Rofanna  was  full  dreffed,  I  hurried  out  of  her  apart- 
ment becauie  I  thought  fhe  had  only  juft  ilipt  on  a 
gown  to  receive  me  in. 

Plain.  Well,  now  to  bufinefs. 

Dub.  Aye,  now  to  execute  the  will  of  our  eccentric 
old  friend  who  died  abroad  ;  a  will  fo  foolilh,  that 
the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  lefs  I  am  inclined  to  be- 
lieve he  could  ever  make  it. 

Plain,  (producing  a  paper.)  But  hedid  make  it — 
and  after  giving  his  Indian  pofleffions  to  a  woman 
he  cohabited  with,  thus  it  fays  (reads) 

"    I  bequeath 

the  fum  of  THIRTY  THOUSAND  POUNDS  to  accu- 
mulate for  feven  years,  for  the  purpofe  of  redeem- 
ing my  mortgaged  eftate  called  Grange  Park,  which 
I  give  to  whoever  of  my  three  nephews,  George 
Arable,  Francis  Forefail  and  Walter  Windmill  thai! 
then  be  the  RICHEST  MAN,  I  having  firft  given  to 
each  One  Thoufand  pounds  to  begin  the  world  with." 

Dub.  Aye,  he  hated  iciienefs,  and  confidered 
wealth,  honourably  and  induftriouily  obtained, 
almoft  as  the  fummum  bonum — but  now  who  would 
believe  there  is  not  a  word  in  the  will  about  his 
poor  daughter  ? 

Plain.  She  is  not  his  daughter — he  had  good  wit- 
nefs  of  his  wife's  difhonour. 

Dub.  He  was  too  eafy  of  belief,  perhaps — and 

people  do  lay 

^  Plain.  No  matter  what — we  have  never  feen  the 
girl — the  feven  years  are  expired,  and  I  expedt  the 
three  lads  hourly. 

Dub.  Can  you  guefs  the  lucky  one  ? 

Plain  No — as  we  agreed,  they  have  been  left 
fairly  to  themfelves. 

Dub  Umph  ! — one  went  to  fea — another  took  a 
farm  becaufe  he  was  in  love  with  the  beauties  of 
nature. 
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Plain.  And  the  third  was  always  in  love  with  a 
thoufand  notable  plans  at  once. 

Dub  Don't  abufe  Watty.  I  am  his  godfather 
you  know,  he  was  a  great  favourite  of  mine  ;  I  am 
told  he  has  every  thing  but  memory  to  make  a  great 
man,  and  if  he  is  not  lucky  otherwife,  I  cannot  fay 
but  I  think  I  (hall  do  fomething  for  the  dog  myfelf. 

Plain.  You  have  heard  of  his  pranks  at  the  races, 
I  fuppofe  ?  % 

Dub.  Yes — he  went  on  one  of  his  grand  fpecula- 
tions,  forgot  -which  horfe  he  betted  on,  won  the 
wager,  and  came  away  without  it. 

Plain.  I  wonder  he  did  not  forget  the  horfe  he 
rode  on. 

Dub.  If  he  had,  he  would  have  trotted  through  the 
turnpike  on  foot,  and  faid  his  man  was  coming  to 
pay  toll  for  him. 

Enter  HEN  RICA. 

Hen.  Gentlemen— a — I  beg  pardon,  but  one  of 
you,  I  believe,  is  executor  to  a  will,  which 

Dub.  I  believe  we  both  are,  young  lady.  What 
are  your  commands  ? 

Hen.  Is  it  yet  decided  who  is  to  poffefs  this 
eftate  ? 

Plain.  No — but  it  will  be,  to  day,  madam— are 
you  inte  retted  ? 

Hen.  Moil  feelingly ;  there  is  an  old  cottager,  a 
worthy  man,  but  very  poor,  who  in  the  change  of 
property  may  lofe  his  habitation,  and  1  may  prove 
the  caufe  of  his  misfortunes. 

Dub.  I  cannot  believe  you  would  caufe  anybody's 
misfortune, 

Hen.  But  he  has  committed  fuch  a  crime — 
that 
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Plain.  That  you  almoft  weep  to  accufe  him 
of  it. 

Hen.  I  do,  indeed  !  he  has  dared,  to  (helter  an 
unfortunate  being,  whofe  mother,  you  may  have 
heard— 

Dnb.  Oh  !  this  is  the  daughter  (afidt).  Yes,  we 
have  heard — but  I  do  not  believe  (he  was  fo  bad  as 
you  fay 

Hen.  Sir ! 

Dub.  I  mean,  as  Mr.  Plainly  fays — that  is — why 
the  devil  do  not  you  help  me  out.  (to  PLAINLY.) 

Hen.  Sir,  my  mother  was  as  far  above  the 
falfehood  raifed  to  ruin  her,  as  I  am  powerlefs  to  do 
her  juftice — but  I  forget,  J  came  to  folicit  a  favour, 
Jbe  would  have  denied  to  no  one. 

Plain.  Nor  lhall  you  be  refufed  if  poffible 

though  it  is  particularly  mentioned  in  this  will,  that 
Ralph  Sturdy,  the  man  you  fpeak  of,  mufl  quit  at 
the  end  of  his  leafe,  which  now  expires,  as  a  punifh- 
ment  for  fome  heinous  act  of  difobedience  and  in- 
gratitude. 

Enter  CLOD  POLE. 

Clod,  (gluts  a  letter  to  DUBIOUS.)  A  letter  from 
Ralph  Sturdy  to  both  you  gentlemen.  [Exit. 

Dub.  Oh,  now  we  fhall  hear  his  petition,  (reads) 
*'  GENTLEMEN, 

I  know  my  young  lady  will  mince  the  matter,  all 
theeftate  being  hers  by  good  right,  and  I  loft  my 
place  for  faying  fo — it  you  turn  me  out  you  will 
fpoil  the  farm,  for  the  corn  would  be  afhamed  to 
grow,  nor  would  any  good  luck  enter  thefe  doors  if 
once  clofed  on  an  old  fervant,  becaufe  he  let  in  an 
innocent  lady,  and  kicked  out  a  rafcally  informer, 
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which  he  would  do  for  you  or  any  one  that  wants 

it." — Now  that's  what  I  call  a  d- d  impudent 

letter. 

Hen.  Oh,  no —'tis  an  honeft  warmth  which  has 
ever  been  his  enemy,  and  of  which  I  am  fure  you 
would  fcorn  to  take  advantage — Ah,  fir,  have  you  a 
wife  or  daughter  ? 

Dub.  No,  but  I  have  a  ward  as  wild  as  wind,  and 
wicked  as  the  Devil. 

Hen.  And  if  (he  was  pleading  for  a  poor  man  whofe 
humble  roof  has  (hekered  and  protected  her,  would 
you  refufe * 

Dub.  It  is  as  much  as  my  life  is  worth — fbe  has 
her  own  way,  in  every  thing,  and  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  ROSANNA. 

Rof.  Ah,  Mr.  Plainly — I  beg  pardon,  madam  ; — 
(to  HENRICA.)  May  1  fpeak, fir, on  a  little  bufmefs. 
(to  DUBIOUS,.} 

Hen.  (re/peftfdh giving  place.)  It  is  /fhould  apolo- 
gize, (retires  -with  PLAINLY.^ 

Rof.  Guardy,  I  thought  you  had  loved  my  poor 
old  father. 

Dub.  Who  fays  I  did  not? 

Ro/.  And  his  daughter  for  his  fake  ? 

Dub.  Is  there  any  queftion  ? 

Rof.  Then  how  can  you  (land  trifling  with  that 
young  lady,  when  I  told  you  there  would  be  a  poor 
girl  in  waiting,  and  in  fad  want  of  your  affittance  ? 

Dub.  Young  lady  !  Huili,  f  >r  heaven's  fake — why 
that's  the  reputed  daughter  of 

Rof.  That ! — then  'tis  fhe  I  mean,  and  I've  be- 
haved very  rude  to  her.— ,Mifs!  MifsHenrica,  1  beg 
your  pardon — though  a  perfect  ft  ranger,  I  came  in 
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hopes  to  aid  your  cauie,  and  am  glad  to  fee  that  it 
cannot  be  in  better  hands  than  your  own. 

Htn.   Madam,  the  want  of  an  introduction — 

Rof.  Is  entirely  the  fault  of  my  guardian  here. — - 
Mr.  Plainly,  when  you  have  fettled  that  lady's  bufi- 
nefs  as  much  to  her  fatisfadion  as  poflible,  pray  add 
tomine  by  bringing  us  together. 

Plain.  I  (hall  do  both  with  pleafure. 

Rof.  In  the  mean  time,  Mifs,  you  may  depend  on 
the  very  beft  fervices  of  this  little  old  gentleman — 
no  thanks  till  he  has  deferved  them.  (PLAINLY  and 
HEN  RICA  go  into  ihe  houfe.)  Well,  my  dear  fir,  you 
do  not  look  pleafant,  this  morning. 

Dub    Why  not  quite  fo  gay  as  you,  perhaps. 

Rof.  Me!  I'm  on  the  very  tiptoe  of  expectation 
— I  know  who  are  coming,  and  cannot  tell  which  of 
the  three  to  fet  my  cap  at. 

Dub.  The  winner  of  courfe,  or  you're  no  woman. 

Rof.  Thankye,  fir — Now  in  my  opinion,  the  win- 
ner  will  be  too  full  of  his  eflate  to  think  of  a  fweet- 
heart,  fo  I  having  money  enough  of  my  own,  have 
difpofed  of  my  heart  elfewhere. 

Dub.  Indeed  !  am  not  1  it's  guardian  ?  Cannot  I 
punifh  your  dilbbedience,  and  mortify  you  with  lefs 
money  and  more  petticoats? — You  difpofe  of  your 
heart !  I  will  not  believe  it. 

Rof.  Nay,  do  not  be  angry,  guardy,  for — for  it 
was  to  be. 

Dub  But  it  (hall  not  be,  I  tell  you — and  who  is 
the  impudent  young  rafcal  ? 

Rof.  A  failor — 1  like  failors— When  only  a  child 
I  fell  in  love  with  a  cabin  boy ;  at  fchool  I  was  mi- 
ferable  two  hours  and  a  half  for  a  fmart  young  mid- 
(hipman,  and  now  I  am  dying  for — for  a  fea  captain. 
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Dub.  A  fea  captain — where  the  devil  did  you  fee 
him  ? 

Rof.  Down  by  the  fea  fide. 

Song — -R  o  s  AN  N  A  . 

O,  I  firft  met  the  youth,  who,  to  me  came  a  wooing, 
Down  by  yon  bank,  where  the  waves  gently  flow  ; 
«Twas  there  his  foft  language  my  coynefs  fubduing, 

Firft  taught  me  the  fweets  of  affeftion  to  know. 
'Twas  there  he  fang  gaily,  my  fancy  entrancing 
Till  fcarce  we  perceiv'd  how  the  night  was  advancing, 
Or  that  moon-beams  fo  gay,  on  the  wave-top^  were  dancing 
Pown  by  yon  bank  where  the  green  waters  flow. 

II. 

Throve  not  to  liften,  but  how  could  I  grieve  him, 
Down  by  yon  bank  where  the  waves  gently  flow, 

He  fvvore  he  wou'd  die,  if  I  did  not  believe  him, 
And  this  is  no  time  to  kill  failors,  you  know. 

At  parting  he  look'd,  and  \\&  heay'd  fuch  a  figh  too, 

I  really  believe  I'd  a  tear  in  my  eye  too, 

Ajid  if  be  can  forget  it,  I  can't  fay  that  I  do, 
Down  by  yon  baqk,  where  the  waves  gen.tly  flow. 

Enter  PLAINLY,  from  the  house. 

Plain.  Here  they  all  three  come,  full  gallop,  and 
by  their  fpeed  one  would  imagine  he  was  to  win  the 
eftate  who  got  firft  to  it — Well  done  failor — well 
dpne  white  coat — t'other  has  turned  out  of  the  road. 

Dub.  (looking  out.)  Thole  can  never  be  the  three 
young  men. 

C 
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Rof.  They  are  ftrange  looking  creatures,  and  I'll 
get  out  of  the  way,  for  as  I  have  no  curiofity — I  (hall 
pay  my  refpe&s  to  the  young  lady,  and  get  a  better 
fight  from  the  one  pair  window,  j  Exit  into  the  house. 

Clump,  (/peaking  as  he  enters.)  That's  reet,  lad- 
rub  her  down  well — fhe's  had  a  tightifh  try  of  it. — « 
Now,  gentlemen,  how  do  you  do  ?  I'm  come  from 
my  maifter,  Mr.  Farmer  Arable,  and  wifh  to  fee  Muf- 
ter  Plainly  or  Mr.  Dubious. 

Plain.  You  fee  them  both    friend. 

Clump.  Oh,  maifter  fent  me  forward  wi'  this  here 
note.  (PLAINLY  takes  it.) 

Dub.  You  ride  well,  friend,  on  an  emergency. 

Clump.  Nay,  fir,  I  ride  beft  upon  a  horfe. 

Dub.  And  who  is  that  failor  that  has  juft  tumbled 
off? 

Clump.  Some  fooil !  'at  thinks  he  can  race  with  a 
Yorkfliheman,  he  knows  as  much  o*  horfe  flefh  as  I 
do  o'  tj  longitude. 

Gang,  (entering.)  Hollo  !  the  houfe  a-hoy  ! — I'm 
caft  away  on  the  right  coaft  however — this  feems  to 
be  a  inug  birth,  plenty  of  wood,  water  and  provi- 
fions,  and  I  hope  my  mailer  will  have  the  command. 
I  want  the  fteward  or  land  purfer,  a  great  rogue  no 
doubt — is  your  name  Plainly,  (to  DUBIOUS.) 

Dub.  No — that's  the  perfon  you  fpeak  of.  (points 
to  PLAINLY.) 

Gang,  (giving  PLAINLY  a  letter  from  his  tobacco 
lox.J  There,  there's  my  warrant,  fir,  my  officer's  at 
hand  to  back  it,  and  if  he  don't  come  bump  afhore 
upon  his  beam  ends  as  I  did,  he'll  foon  be  alongfide. 
I'll  look  out  a-head  for  him.  (goes  up  the  ftage.) 

Plain.  ( to.  CLUMP.)  And  is  your  mafter  well,  friend? 

Clump.  Yes,  fir,  and  ha*  gotten  in  his  hay  well — 
there  be  fome  promifes  i'  t'  corn  fields ;  (heep  and 
turnips  are  i*  bonny  plight— miftrefs  and  children  are 
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bravely,  and  all  t'other  cattle  are  in  good  health  at 
this  prefent  fpeaking. 

Dub.  Is  your  mafter  married,  then  ? 

Clump.  He's  gotten  a  wite,  fir,  and  very  cute  and 
clever  fhoo  is — fhoo  makes  butter  and  fine  needle- 
work and  pickles,  and  plays  a  top  o't  ou'd  fpinnet 
till  work  goes  on  fo  pleafantlv  that  all  our  folk  are 
fain  to  (land  dill  to  liften  to  her. 

Gang  (comes  forward.)  He  hasn't  heaved  in  fight 
yet. 

Plain.  Well  young  men,  walk  in  and  take  refrefli- 
ment,  while  I  give  orders  for  your  mailers'  reception. 
— Come,  friend  Dubious,  we  (hall  only  want  your 
godfon,  Watty,  and  then  when  all's  fettled,  you  will 
name  the  winner,  perhaps. 

Dub.  There's  no  knowing — perhaps  I  may — I 
want  my  ward  to  marry  the  winner,  and  (he  has  been 
wheedling  me  about  a  fon  of  a  fea  Venus,  and  a  fine 
cabin-boy  Cupid,  but  the  firft  that  enters  my  houfe 
fliall  have  his  bones  broke.  [Exit  DUE,  and  PLAIN. 

Clump,  (to  GANGWAY.)  Would  you  chufe  to  go 
firft,  fir? 

Gang.  No,  I'm  at  anchor;  I  know  my  duty  and 
muft  (lay  to  heave  out  (ignals  for  my  commander. 

Clump  Aid  I  know  my  duty  and  can  look  out  as 
well  as  a  failor. 

Gang.  Don't  be  foul  of  Tailors — you're  a  (lout 
landfman,  and  iuch  as  you  and  I  (hould  always  pull 
together. 

Clump.  I  like  you,  dam  it  I  don't,  and  I  like  your 
notions — and  it  1  had  a  fon  and  you  a  daughter,  it 
wad  be  for  t'good  oYnation  to  match  'em  together. 

Gang.  They'd  make  a  true  bull-dog  breed  of  ir. 

Clump.  Aye,  and  what  a  rare  match  your  lafc 
would  have  ot  it, 

Gang.  Not  fo  good  as  your  boy  would  have. 
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Chtnp.  You'll  excufe  me  there,  if  you  pleafe, 

Gang.  Why,  flrike  my  colours !  do  you  think 
fuch  a  tall,  handfome good  -looking  wench  as  a  daugh- 
ter of  mine  would  be 

Clump.  I  fay  that  a  lad  of  mine,  no  difparagement 
to  your  lafs,  would  be  quite  as  handfome  as  any  of 
her  father's  family. 

Gang.  Harkye!  Mr.  Swab  f 

Clump.  Nay,  nay,  doan't  fwab  me — I  fhould  teach 
my  child  manners,  and  put  plenty  o*  brafs  in  his 
pocket. 

Gang.  And  my  girl  (hould  go  to  a  genteel  board- 
ing ichool,  and  then  (he'd  have  as  much  brafs  as  and 
body, 

Clump.  Thou'rt  a  bonny  judge  o'  manners <• 

E  nttr  TEDDY,  (with  a  portmanteau. ) 

Ted.  Don't  be  blackguarding  one  another  about 
manners,  but  teli  me  whether  my  matter's  fteward, 
that  is  to  be,  lives  here  or  not  ?  becaufe  if  he's  at 
home,  it  is  my  bufineis  to  find  him  out. 

Gang.  Why  you  was  a  head  of  usjuft  now — 1 
thought  you'd  have  been  here  ih:fe  two  glafTes. 

Ted.  Sarrah,  the  glafs  I've  touched  vvid  a  lip  be- 
longing to  me — Td  have  been  here  rii ft,  but  I  went 
round  for  the  neareft  way* 

Clump,  (apart.}  Oho!  this  is  t*  chap  who  comes 
fra*  t'other  coufin  who  wants  to  flumgudgeon  my 
matter  our  of  hiseftate — What,  I  reckon  you're  got- 
ten iome  letter. 

Jed.  Yes — I  have  got  a  letter  that  I  left  behind 
me,  and  if  matter  do  not  bring  it  with  him,  I  fhall 
be  able  to  deliver  it  before  he  comes. 

Gang.  So,  you  left  Port  without  orders  ? 
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Ted.  Never  fmce  be  was  cbfiften'd  was  Teddy  the 
lad  to  leave  a  drop  till  it  was  all  gone.— This  riding 
is  mighty  warm  work,  arid  if  I  had  not  got  wet  in  a 
nice  coobng  (bower,  I  fhould  not  have  had  a  dry 
thread  about  me. 

Clump.  Before  thou  talks  of  riding  thou  mould 
put  on  i  hv  books. 

Jed.  Boots  are  very  well  for  walking,  becaufe 
they  keep  the  duft  out  of  one's  /hoes-,  it  was  quite 
enough  for  the  poor  beaft  to  cmy  myfelf,  fo  I 
brought  every  thing  elfe  under  my  arm,  you  fee. 

Clump,  (to  GANGWAY.)  They've  ax't  us  to  gang 
into  t'houfe,  and  as  you  and  f  can't  agree  about  fa- 
mily matters,  I'll  take  a  mouthful  o'comfort  wi*  this 
gentleman. 

Ted.  Do-— my  mouth  holds  half  a  pint,  and  I'll 
meafure  it  immediately. 

[Exeunt  TEDDY  and  CLUMP  into  houft. 

Gang.  And  fo  he  fays  that  my  giil  wou'd'nt  be 
a  bit  better  than  the  fon  of  a  fellow  that  don't  know 
a  topfail  from  a  tarbarrel  !  for  fetting  in  cafe,  as 
I  fhould  marry  Poll  Pullaway,  what  a  fine  voyage 
we  mould  have  of  it. — She  makes  the  bed  cheque 
Ihifts  and  brandy  flip  in  the  whole  navy — and  when 
(lie  goes  to  a  dance  in  a  new  gown  a<id  fine  head- 
gear, her  fkull's  as  well  feathered  as  the  belt  water- 
man's daughter  in  Wapping. 

Song — GANGWAY. 

Your  landfmens*  wives  with  all  their  airs 
Muft  ftrike  to  Poll  of  Wapping  (lairs, 

No  tighter  lafs  is  going,, 
From  Irongateto  Limehoufe  hole 
You'll  never  meet  a  better  foul, 

Not  while  the  Thames  is  flowing. 
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Her  father  he's  a  jolly  dog 

Poll  keeps  him  fpruce  and  brews  his  grog, 

And  never  flints  his  roeafore  : 

She  minds  full  well  the  houfe  affairs 
And  feldom  drinks,  and  never  fwears, 

And  is'nt  that  a  pleafure  ? 

III. 

And  when  we  wed,  that  happy  time, 
The  bells  of  Wapping  all  (hall  chime, 

And  when  we're  gone  to  Davy, 
Our  girls  like  Poll,  (hall  work  and  fing, 
Our  boys,  like  me,  fliall  ferve  their  king 

On  board  old  England's  navy. 

Enter  ROSANNA. 

Rof,  Surely  that  is  the  honeft  fellow  belonging  to 
the  naval  officer  I  faw  fo  little  and  liked  fo  much 
at  Weymouth. —  Sir,  is  not  that  Mr/Gangway  ? 

Gang.  Tom  Gangway  at  your  fervice  ;  fix  months 
a  powder  monkey,  ieven  years  a  'prentice,  and  now 
coxfwain  of  the  captain's  barge. 

Rof.  What  captain,  pray? 

Gang.  Captain  Forefail,  of  the  Wildfire  frigate, 
come  from  a  cruife  off  the  enemy's  coaft,  taken 
nothing  caufe  they  wont  come  out;  and  put  in  here 
to  make  prize  of  thefe  premifes,  according  to  in- 
ftrudions  left  in  his  uncle's  log  book, 

Rof.  (apart)  Is  he  one  of  the  candidates  ? — then 
I  will  liil  him  into  the  fervice  of  this  poor  girl,  for 
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tars  are  always  generous. — I  fuppofe  your  matter  is 
rich  ? 

Gang.  Yes,  he  has  the  good  wifhesofthe  fhip's 
crew,  and  the  mounfeers  wi(h  him  at  the  devil. 

Rof.   Charming  ! — but  for  money  ? 

Gang.  Tide  muft  be  low — for  he  has'nt  launched 
a  yellow  admiral  among  us  thefe  three  weeks. 

Rof.  Then  he  will  not  get  the  eftate,  which  goes 
to  the  riche/l  man. 

Gang,  Like  (lowing  the  bread  room  when  the 
fliip's  laden  with  bifcuit 

Rof,  Was  not  the  captain  afhore  laft  fummer? 

Gang.  Yes — and  when  he  went  to  fea  again  he 
took  to  writing  love  letters  and  poetry  all  in  rhyme 
— the  admiral  thought  he  was  mad,  for  he  fent  him 
one  of  'em  in  miflake,  fo  that  his  difpatch  began 
with  calling  his  commander  a  fair  enemy,  and 
fwearing  that  he  had  fet  fire  to  his  imagination,  when 
there  is'nt  a  fhip  of  that  name  in  all  the  farvice. 

Roj.  And  a  certain  lady  received  a  letter  at  the 
fame  time  from  fea,  to  requeft  the  would  inftantly 
fend  on  board  a  bell  bower  anchor,  and  fifteen  fa- 
thom of  cable — but  now  you  talk  of  letters— I  am 
(ure  you  can  keep  a  fecret, 

Gang.  That's  fo  like  Poll— pray,  madam,  have 
you  any  acquaintance  with  a  young  woman  at  Wap- 
ping? 

Rof.  Never  mind  Wapping,  but  accept  this  ear- 
ned of  my  good  will,  (gives  money)  come  to  me  in 
half  an  hour  at  that  cottage,  and  take  a  letter  to  the 
Captain,  without  a  word  of  who  it  comes  from — it 
is  all  to  ferve  a  worthy  girl — and 

Gang.  I  will — and  if  1  fay  a  word 

Rof.  Hufh,  for  if  you  do,  the  very  echo  will  re- 
peat  it. 
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/0—  ROSANNA,  GANGWAY,  rf 

Rof,  Soft  !  do  but  liften  !  ev'ry  wordi 

You  utter  here  is  overheard  ; 

Therefore  be  cautious  what  you  tell, 

For,  mark,  an  echo  here  doth  dwell. 

Echo.         ....  Well? 

Gang.  Yo  hp  ! 

Edo.          Yo  ho  ! 

Gang.  Who  anfwers  me 

Echo.        .        •        Me, 

Rof.  Your  name,  pray  will  you  let  us  know  ? 


Gang.  Zounds  !  are  we  two  or  three  ? 
Echo*        .  .  .        Three. 

.Re/".  And  can  you  §ng  as  well  as  we  ? 
Eclo.  .  .  .         Oui? 

4U.  Fal  1?1,  &c. 


Gang*  Pray  where  are  yqu  that  overhear? 


72o/.  Above  or  on  the  ground  ? 

Echo.         .        .  .         .  On  the  grounc), 

Gang,  Are  yoo  far  away,  or  near? 

Echo*     •         .        •         «        Near. 

RoJ.  What  makes  our  words  refound  ? 

$cho9.        ....         Sound. 

Gang.  Hip,  mefmate  ! 

Echo.  .  .  .  Hip,  Mefrnate* 

Gang.  Will  you  anfwer  true  f 

Echo.          .        .         .        True. 

Gang.  Then  who's  a  greatei  fool  than  you  ? 

$cbo.  .  .  .  You. 

RoJ.  No,  you. 

.  ,  «  No,  youp 

7.  Fallal,  Sec. 
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Gang.  Yonder  comes  the  captain,  han'nt  you 
better  write  your  letter  by  word  of  mouth  ? 

Rof.  No,  no — and  if  you  betray  me — may  you 
never  be  married — mind  that.  [Kxit. 

Gang.  How  like  Poll  (he  is— io,  I'm  to  be  trufted 
with  a  fecret !  They  are  awkward  things  to  keep-*- 

i 

Enter  FORESAIL. 

Your  honour's  firft  oars,  I  believe. 

Fore.  Have  you  given  my  note  to  Mr.  Plainly  ? 

Gang.  That,  fir — is  a — feeret, — that-— i've  half  a 
mind  to  tell  him  (afidz\ 

Fore.  Did  you  make  hafle  to  obey  my  orders, 
fir  ? 

Gang,  So  much  that  I  got  here  before  the  head  of 
my  horfe,  your  honour — the  fteward  is  within  here — 
at  that  cottage  yonder — waiting  to  write — that  is  to 
afk  you  to  eat  a  bit  of  a  letter — that  I  muft'nt  men- 
tion becaufe  the  lady  fays  it's  a  fecret. 

Fore,  I  fear  when  you  pitched  over  your  horfes 
head,  you  fell  upon  your  own,  and  your  brains 
have  been  fhook  by  the  Accident — go— aik  whether 
I  may  fpeak  with  Mr.  Plainly. 

Gang.  Yes,  fir — I'm  glad  I  did'nt  let  out-r-wben 
I'm  trufted  with  anything,  I'm  as  clofe  as  a  purfer's 
pocket-book,  and  as  quiet  as  his  conference 

[Exit  info  the  houft. 

Fore.  My  chance  of  poffeffion  here,  has  little  in 
its  favour ;  my  pay  has  enabled  me  to  live  like  a 
gentleman,  and  perhaps  had  I  faved  more  of  my 
prize-money — but  no,  the  lads  who  fought  for  U 
withme  deferved  to  (hare  it,  and  though  twenty  ef- 
tates  inftead  of  one  depended,  they  (hould  never  be 

D 
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obtained  at  the  expence  of  thofe  poor,  but  brave 
fellows  I  am  proud  to  call  my  ftiipmates,  friends, 
and  children  : 

Song— FORESAIU 

My  fhip?s  my  houfe,  my  home,  my  lan<d* 

My  family  not  few  ; 
My  children  thofe  whom  I  command, 

A  bold  and  jolly  crew  ; 
And  while  together  thus  we  fail? 
Britons,  united,  muft  prevail! 

SI 

For  treafure,  I've  my  feamen's  love? 

And  if  the  foe  intends 
To  venture  forth,  he  fpon  may  prove 

The  value  of  fuch  friends : 
For  while  together  thus  we  fail, 
Briton,  united,  muft  prevail! 


Enter  PLAINLY. 

Plain.  Captain  Forefail,  welcome- — feven  years 
have  little  altered  you — I  would  wifh  fuccefs  to 
your  prefent  purfuit,  but  I  refpect  you  all  three,  and 
will  not  compliment  orie  at  the  expence  of  the  other 
two. 

Fore.  Honeft  as  ever— I  affure  you  it  is  not  the 
defire  of  wealth  has  brought  me  hither,  but  a  fen- 
timent,  I  truft,  of  a  nobler  nature. 

t  lain.  I  am  ready  to  refpeQ:  your  fentiments ; 
but  how  are  your  hopes — 1  mean  with  refpecl:  to 
this  eftate  ? 
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Fore.  Down  in  the  hold  completely. 
Plain.  Then  it  was  fcarcely  worth  while  to  come. 
Fore.  You  (hall  hear  that  I  had  powerful  reafons  — 
here  is  company,  ftep  triis  way  a  moment. 

]_Extt  FORESAIL  and  PLAINLY. 


Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  ARABLE, 


Ar.  Well,  here  we  are,  Arabella,  this  is  the 
cftate  we  may  hope  to  call  ours.  Things  are  not 
fo  bad,  and  if  we  go  on  in  our  journey  through  life 
as  well  as  we  have  got  through  that  dirty  lane,  we 
fhali  do  very  well. 

Mrs.  A.  Well!  I  wifii  I  was  at  home  again, 
there's  no  good  got  by  going  abroad,  I'm  fare. 

Ar.  And  yet  you  have  been  three  months  looking 
forward  with  all  poflibie  impatience  for  this  very 
day,  and  the  pleafuresyou  expefied  from  it. 

Mrs.  A.  To  be  fure,  a:nd  a  fine  day  it  is — I  dare 
fay  our  people  at  home  have  got  the  feven  acre  field 
nearly  cut  down  by  this  time  ;  did  you  leave  orders 
with  Robin  about  the  old  hay-rick  ? 

Ar.  Yes ;  and  I  wiih  you  would  leaVe  Robin 
where  he  is,  and  attend  to  me.~Do  you  like  the 
place  ? 

Mrs.  A.  (Looking  round.)  Fine  land. 

Ar.  Neat  manfion  and  garden.  —  Obferve  that 
elegant  Hope. 

Mrs.  A.  Yes,   worth  fix  pound  an  acre  at  leaft. 

Ar.  And  that  fpring,  which  fwelling  into  a  lux- 
uriant ftream,  glides  gently  through  the  grounds. 

Mrs.  A.  That  is  charming  to  be  fure. 

Ar.  Oho !  I  thought  you  could  not  be  infenfible 
to  that. 
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Mrs.  A.  Infenfible!  it  is  the  prettieft  thing  lever 
faw-^beautiful !  it  runs  clofe  to  the  laundry,  and 
the  maids  may  get  as  much  water  as  they  pkafe  with- 
out afking  the  men  for  it. 

1     Ar.  Damn  the  laundry  \   I  with  you  were  locked 
up  in  it. 

Mrs.  A.  Sir ! 

Ar,  But  it's  always  the  way — every  attempt  at 
rational  obfervation,  is  deftroyed  by  an  i'deot  who  is 
as  blind  asabeetle  to  the  beauties  of  nature, and  has 
not  an  idea  of  fun  and  air  beyond  the  ufe  of  pattens, 
or  the  pleafures  of  a  wafhing  day. 

Mrs.  A.  Don't  tell  me  about  your  fon  and  heir— 
I  am  fore  you  have  been  as  crofs  as  four  roads  all 
the  way ;  but  I  knew  how  it  would  be  when  the 
Magpie  flew  over  us  as  foon  as  we  came  out. 

Ar.  Well  now,  my  dear  Arabella,  let  us  try  to 
harmonize  with  the  fcene  around  us — how  could 
you  think  of  magpies  when  you  have  juft  now  been 
delighted  with  fuch  a  charming  concert. 

Mrs.  A.  Concert !  I  could  not  hear  a  note  of  it 
for  thofe  nafty  birds,  they  made  fuch  a  noife. 

Ar.  Why  it  is  thofe  very  birds  I  mean  j  they 
delight  my  ear  in  ten  thouland  natural  keys, 

Mrs.  A.  I  wiih  you  would  think  more  of  your 
own  keys  ;  if  I  had  not  found  them  in  the  back 
parlour,  all  would  have  been  left  to  the  mercy  of 
the  fervants. 

Ar.  (Takes  out  a  book.)  It  is  to  no  purpofe  talking 
to  her — I'll  look  over  the  accounts  I  have  brought 
to  prove  my  claims  here — they  are  by  no  means  fo 
clear  as  I  could  wiih  them. 
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Enter  CLUMP. 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  fir,  I  thought  you  were  to*  have 
returned  to  us. 

Clump  Yes  ma'am,  but  while  you  and  matter 
were  quarrelling  which  of  three  roads  to  take.  I 
was  fear'd  of  coming  back  by  t*  right  way  and 
meeting  neither  of  you. 

Ar.  (At  hi  book.)  Rather  perplex'd  here. 

Mrs.  A.  Your  matter  and  1  quarrel  !  did  we  ever 
quarrel;  pray,  am  not  I  always- • 

Ar.  Damn'd  crofs  and  troublefome,  to  be  Cure. 

[Still  reading* 

Mrs.  A.  Me! 

Ar.  No,  my  dear.  Well,  fir,  is  there  no  female 
in  the  houfe  to  bid  your  miftrefs  welcome  ? 

Clump.  Female  !  there's  a  fine  cold  gooife. 

Ar.  Ignorant  !  is  there  no  young  woman  ? 

Clump.  Aye,  by  t*  mafs  is  there  !  and  a  bonny  one 
fhoo  is,  (he  wants  to  fee  matter,  madam  ;  but  you 
won't  be  jealous,  for  (he's  t'  fweetefs  lafs  you  ever 
clapt  your  eyes  on. 

Mrs.  A.  Me  jealous ! — I'll  go  look  at  her — now,  my 
dear,  don't  poke  your  eyes  out  with  always  reading 
fo,  Fm  fure  books  make  litter  enough  at  home. 

Ar.  But  this  is  bufmefs  I  was  obliged  to  bring 
with  me. 

Mrs.  A.  Ah,  me !  when  (hall  we  come  abroad 
and  leave  ail  our  troubles  behind  us ! 

[Exit  inta  houfe. 

Ar.  Never  while  you  and  I  go  out  together,  I 
am  lure,  my  dear, 

Clump.  While  mailer's  ftudying  t'  beauties  o*  na- 
ture, I'll  make  an  end  o' t'  old  gooiie's  merry- 
thought. [Exit  into  the  bonfe. 
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Ar.  Was  ever  man  fo  whimfically  married,  and 
yet  I  am  the  envy  of  my  neighbours  for  having  the 
clevereft  helpmate  in  the  county.— Ah  !  this  is  the 
fpot  where  a  more  romantic  profpccl:  of  wedded 
happinefs  was  once  pictured  by  my  boyifh  fancy.— 
*Twas  a  melancholy  day,  when  death,  like  froft  in  ai 
too  early  fpring,  deftroyed  thy  lovely 

Song— ARABLE,- 

in  early  youth,  my  Fanny's  charms 
Might  Kings  have  tempted  to  her  arms  ; 
Her  fwimmirrg  eye,  now  fill'd  with 
Now  fparkling  with  celeftial  fire, 
(Like  Venus,  from  her  orb  above) 

Might  hermits  warm  to  chafte  defire* 
She  had  ten  thousand  charms  befide. 
But  in  thefe  arms  my  Fanny  died  ! 
>• 

It 

Our  friends  had  fixrd  the  nuptial  day,- 
Tke  night  before  had  limp'd  away, 
How  flowly  to  a  lover's  mind, 

At  length  in  fearch  of  promifed  blif% 
I  rofe,  in  hopes  my  girl  to  find, 

I  ran  to  claim  a  huiband's  kifs. 
Arid  tafte  ten  thoufend  joys  befide, 
When,  in  thefe  arms  my  Fanny  died  J 

Re-enter  PLAINLY  and  FORESAIL. 

Fore.  George  Arable,  lam  happy  to  fee  you; 
eur  being  rivals  here  in  the  fame  purluk  will  not,  I 
am  certain,  interrupt  our  friendfhip. 
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Ar.  When  I  give  you  my  hand  'tis  not  without 
my  heart  in  it.  Mfr.  Plainly,  I  can  fay  no  lefs  to 
you.  Is  our  third  candidate  arrived  ? 

Plain.  No,  and  by  all  accounts  it  is  not  unlikely 
but  he  may  forget  to  come  at  all ;  but  till  he  comes, 
fuppofe  you  take  a  peep  at.  the  manor  houfe.  I'll 
call  the  ladies  to  accompany  us — heaven  blefs  you — 
I  with  you  could  all  win,  and  then  the  day  would 
end  as  it  ought  to  do.  [Exit  -Jo  the  houfe. 

Fore.  And  how  goes  the  farm  on,  George  ? 

Ar.  As  ufual.  We  plough  the  land  as  you  do  the 
ocean,  for  the  good  of  our  country — and  while  the 
work  is  d  ne  by  honed  hands,  Providence  will 
profper  the  harveft  in  fpite  of  all  oppofers. 

Duct  — •  ARABLE  and  FORESAIL* 

Albion  !  on  thy  fertile  plains, 
(Though  cruel  war  around  thee  reigns,) 

See  gentle  peace  prevailing ; 
While,  o'er  the  waves  that  guard  thy  coaft^ 
The  Britifh  navy,  Albion's  boaft, 
Spite  of  each  foe,  is  failing. 

Long  may  the  yellow  harveft  glad  thy  happy  land, 
JLpng  may  thy  wooden  walls  repel  each  hoiUle  band. 

[Exeunt  info  the  houfc. 


END  OF    ACT    I. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE  I, — An  Apartment  in  the  Manor-houfe* 

Enter  Mrs.  NOTABLE  and  HENRICA. 

Mrs.  Not.  Now  my  dear  Mifs,  don't  fret ;  while 
I  atn  houfc-keeper  here,  you  fhall  never  want  a 
friend — you  have  been  kind  to  me,  and  I  would  do 
any  thing,  but  lofe  my  place,  to  ferve  you,  out  of 
pure  love  and  antipathy  to  your  poor  dear  mother. 

Hen.  Could  I  but  vindicate  her  honour. 

Mrs.  Not.  Her  honour  has  been  mamefully  vin- 
dicated indeed — but  poor  Ralph  can  tell  you  the 
ftory  better  than  I,  and  has  it  all  by  heart  as  cute  as 
I  have  the  cookery  book. 

Hen.  Yet  to  all  my  enquiries  he  never  will  fay 
more,  than  that  my  mother  was  ufed  ill — I  come 
now  take  my  leave  of  you — will  you  not  tell  me, 
was  fhe  ill  ufed  ? 

Mrs.  Not.  That  fhe  was,  wickedly  ufed — She  that 
was  fo  folitary  and  convivial,  and  as  innocent  of  nem. 
ton.  as  the  child  unborn  But  fhe  never  lived  to  tell 
us  the  rights  of  it — the  furprife  was  too  great — (he 
was  carried  to  Ralph's  houfe — and  at  your  birth, 
fhe- — 

Hen.  Left  me  motherlefs ! — Who  was  the  fup- 
pofed  partner  in  what  I  am  fure  fhe  was  wrongfully 
accufed  ? 

Mrs.  Not.  Very  wrongfully  excufed,  child — but 
no  one  could  guefs  with  whom  ;  your  father  found 
a  ftranger  in  her  chamber,  who  was  gone  in  a  mo- 
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ment  a  ehaife  and  four  went  through  the  village— 
Mafter  followed  it,  but  the  perfon  left  it  and  efcaped. 

Hen.  My  father — *— 

Mrs.  Not.  Was  the  moft  pafiionate  man  living, 
and  returned  no  more — and  they  do  fay  he  went 
abroad  with  a  wicked  woman — Mr.  Plainly  came  to 
be  fteward,  and  the  'iquire's  will,  which  came  from 
abroad,  after  his  death,  is  all  we  fince  have  heard 
of  him. 

/fcn.  Yet  poor  Ralph,  my  fofter  father  has  always 
declared  my  mother's  innocence,  and  incurred  my 
father's  hatred,  by  turning  from  his  houfe,  the  man 
whofe  information  led  to  the  fcene  you  have  de- 
fcribed. 

Mrs.  Not-  Ralph  was  told  your  mother  was  not  to 
falame,  by  a  lady  who  paid  for  your  board  and  fchool- 
ing. 

Hen.  And  her  kindnefs  has  lately  ceafed,  nor  can 
we  difcover  how  or  where  to  addrefs  her. 

Mrs.  Not.  Never  mind,  you'll  never  want — you 
can  paint  chimney  fans  with  tranfparent  churches, 
dark  moons,  and  houfes  burning  by  candle  light — 
You  are  a  powerful  artift,  child,  and  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  you,  I  fhouldn't  have  known  a  garret  from  an 
attic  ftory,  or  that  the  ceiling  of  the  blue  room  was 
done  by  Indigo  Jones. 

Enter  ROSANNA. 

Rof.  Ah,  Mrs.  Notable,  a  bufy  day  for  you — 
Mifs  Henrica,  from  your  good  nature  at  our  intro- 
duction, I  (hall  venture  to  afk  a  favour  of  you. 

Hen.  It  has  been  fo  little  in  my  power  to  render 
E 
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fervices,  that  I  fhall  be  proud  to  have  any  oppor- 
tunity—  HEN  RICA  and  ROSANNA  walk  up  the  flags. 
Mrs.  Not.  I'm  fure  I  have  caufe  to  be  melan- 
icholy — ten  to  one  if  I  don't  lofe  my  place — All  the 
curtains  will  go  without  covers,  and  the  gold  frames 
that  are  only  fit  to  be  looked  at,  will  fee  more  day- 
light than  they  have  done  for  thefe  feven  years 
Well,  now  to  (hew  the  pi&ures  and  apartments,  and 
if  the  gentlefolks  remember  the  houfekeeper  as  they 
ought,  that  dear  girl  ihall  have  every  half  crown  dif» 
clojcd  in  zfynonimous  letter.  [Exit. 

HENRICA  and  ROSANNA  coqic  forward. 

Rof.  My  guardian  wifhes  me  to  marry — I  have 
feen  this  captain  before,  and  like  him,  an  i  if  I  have 
your  permiflion  to  pafs  for  you,  I  fhall  be  ab  e  to 
prove  whether  he  is  as  difinterefted  as  he  is  agreeable. 

Hen,  Ought  your  deception  to  be  the  touchflone 
of  his  fincerity  ? 

Rof.  Why  not,  'tis  ufing  the  weapons  of  his  fex  in 
the  caufe  otours — fuifer  me  to  proceed  in  what  I  give 
my  honour,  (hall  be  a  harmlefs  .frolic. 

Hen.  And  where  did  you  fee  this  youth  you  are 
fo  attached  to  ? 

Rof.  I  firft  faw  him  in— in  my  fleep. 

Hen.  In  your  fleep? 

Rof.  Yes ;  and  when  1  was  awake  too — for  laft 
fummer  when  I  was  at  Weymouth— — 

Hen.  Well? 

Rof.  I'll  tell  you  what  happened. 


Song — 
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Song — Ros  AN  N  A. 

M«thought  as  I  walk'd  by  the  fide  of  the  fea, 
And  was  thinking  of  what  I  don't  know  ; 

A  poor  little  failor  boy  came  up  to  me, 
His  features  all  forrow  arid  woe, 

Says  he,  (pare  a  portion  of  what  you  enjoy, 
To  comfort  a  poor  little  failor  boy. 

II. 

Whence  came  you  ?  fays  I,  fays  he,  look  out  a-head* 

On  the  ocean  my  mother  was  born  ; 
When  I  turned  I  beheld  a  gay  captain  in  dead 

Of  the  urchin  who  laughed  me  to  fcorn. 
'Twas  Cupid  himfelf,  who,  my  heart  to  annoy, 

Took  the  form  of  a  poor  little  failor  boy. 

Exettot. 


SCENE  1IL— A  Landfcape. 

Enter  FORESAIL  and  PLAINLY. 

Plain.  This  letter  is  certainly  a  powerful  advocate 
for  the  caufe  of  this  fXx>r  girl—- but  why  fhould  you 
be  fowgent  againft  your  own  intefcft  ? 

Fore.  Nay,  at  prefent  I  only  requeft  your  influence 
vith  whoever  fhall  be  the  landlord,  to  continue  the 
hone  ft  ruftic  who  befriended  Henrka  in  the  farm  he 
tenants. 

Plain.  Aye,  aye,  the  gtrl  is  pretty. 
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Fore.  She  is  much  more — fhe  is  as  virtuous  2$ 
unfortunate. 

Plain..  Well,  if  her  mother  was  guilty,  Henrica 
is  not  the  offspring  of  my  friend,  if  innocent — but 
that  is  fcarcely  poffible — take  care  Frank,  of  a  pair 
of  feducing  eyes,  they  are  troublefome  beacons  even 
when  they  lead  us  right — but  when  the  fparkling 
jack-a-lanterns  drag  us  out  of  our  way,  there  is  no 
bottom  to  the  bogs,  ditches,  and  quagmires  of  per- 
plexity, we  are  fare  to  fall  into.  [Exit* 

Fore.  My  friend  Plainly  cannot  fear  my  falling  in 
love  with  a  girl  I  never  faw — no,  not  even  the  fafci- 
nating  lafs  I  met  at  Weymouth  fhould  make  a 
dying  lover  of  me — the  fate  of  a  near  friend  has 
taught  me  better — methinks  I  now  hear  the  mourn- 
ful ditty  he  was  wont  to  fing  beneath  a  drooping 
willow— poor  fellow,  his  reafon  fell  a  vi&iin  to  un- 
fuccefsful  love. 

Song — FORESAIL. 

Oh,  take  me  to  your  arms,  love,  for  keen  the  wind  doth  blow. 
Oh,  take  me  to  your  arms,  love,  for  bitter  is  my  woe ! 
She  hears  me  not,  flic  cares  not,  nor  will  (he  lift  to  me, 
While  here  I  lie,  alone  to  die,  beneath  the  willow  tree! 

IL 

My  love  has  wealth  and  beauty,  the  rich  atten  d  her  door, 
My  love  has  wealth  and  beauty,  and  I,  alas,  am  poor. 
The  ribband  fair,  that  bound  her  hair,  is  all  that's  left  to  me, 
While  here  I  lie,  alone  to  die,  beneath  the  willow  tree ! 

III. 

I  once  had  gold  and  filver,  I  thought  'em  without  end, 

I  once  had  gold  and  filver,  I  thought  I  had  a  friend  ; 

My  wealth  is  loft,  my  friend  is  falfe,  my  love  he  ftole  from  me, 

And  here  I  lie,  alone  to  die,  beneath  the  willow  tree  I    (Exit, 
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SCENE  IV. 

Afuite  of  apartments  hung  with  piflurts 


Enter  Mrs.  NOTABLE,  GANGWAY,  TEDDY,  and 
CLUMP. 

Mrs.  Nti.  This  way,  if  you  pleafe.  Now  ladie* 
and  gentlemen — gracious  me — the  quality  are  all 
(laying  behind,  and  mind  me  no  more  than  if  I  was 
out  of  place* 

Gang.  But  while  they  over-haul  the  ftores  in  the 
next  birth,  can't  you  tell  us  more  about  thefe  fine 
foreign  pictures  ? 

Mrs.  Not.  Certainly  fir — I  muft  make  friends  here 
to  keep  my  place-  -(apart) — that  pi&ure,  gentle- 
men— 

Clump.  Stop,  if  you  pleafe — what  races  be  thofe 
over  the  door  ? 

Gang.  I  been't  fond  of  your  horfe-tackle — I'd  ra- 
ther undertake  a  twdve-oar'd  galley  alone,  than  the 
fineft  racer  afloat  (walks  up.) 

Mrs.  Not.  Well,  but  let  us  begin  in  the  right 
place — firft,  there  are  the  two  mifers  by  Squintin 
Matches,  the  blackfmith  of  Antrim. 

Ted.  Of  Antrim  !  oh,  the  clever  old  Irifliman  ! 

Mrs.  Not.  He  turned  painter  for  love,  got  his 
matter's  daughter  and  fortune  down  upon  the  nail, 
and  left  off  forgery  to  write  love  letters. 

Ted.  To  be  fure,  would  you  have  an  Irifh  black- 
fmith write  to  a  lady  wid  a  fledge  hammer  in  his 
fift? 
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Clump.  Now  /come  North,  and  always  thoiighf 
Jove-making  belonged  to  a  Scotch  blackfmith. 

Ted.  There's  your  miftake—  the  Scotch  black- 
fmith makes  an  end  of  love  at  the  very  beginning. 

Gang.  Avaft  !  Here's  a  lea  fight—  here  they  are  —  - 
{larboard  and  larboard—  bomblhelis  and  broadfides 
—  canvafs  in  rags  —  chain—  grape—  canifter  and  ca- 
tamarans—warm work,  fhiver  my  mizen  ! 

Mrs.  Not.  That  is  the  deftruclion  of  a  Dutch 
£eet,  by—  —  I  forgot  who—  but  it  is  fomebody 
that  is  dead  now. 

Gang.  Then  it  was  Duncan,  for  a  week's  grog 
tvith  you. 

Mrs.  Not.  That  is  a  painter  I  never  heard  of. 

Gang.  But  /  have—  and  he  was  one  who  always 
eame  off  with  flying  colours. 

Mrs.  No!.-  The  next  is  the  Spartan  ibief,  finely  ex» 
tented.  A  Black  Boy  by  Sir  Peter  Lely,  and  an  old: 
woman  frying  fritters  by  —  by-—  firelight. 

Clump.  Aye,  there's  fome  tafte  in  that. 

Mrs.  Not.  There  is  a  doctor's  fhop  in  the  beft 
manner  ofleniers. 

Ted.  Ten  years  I  I'd  be  twenty  doing  the  likes 
of  it. 

Mrs.  Not.  It  is  fo  finely  painted,  that  thofe  might 
be  taken  for  real  medicines. 

Gang.  And  wou'd  do  about  as  much  good. 

Mrs.  Not.  There  is  a  fick  man  by  Lfcfevre,  and 
the  head  of  a  great  ador  by  O  Pee. 

Ted.  O  P  !    That's  another  Irifi  painter,  I  fuj>- 


Mrs.  Not.  No,  a  mere  Englifhman,  and  b'h  paint- 
ings are  mo^e  like  people  than  piffufes. 

Clump.  What  have  you  gott'n  behind  i'curtaSn 
there  ?  (going  towards  it.  ) 

Mrs.  Not.  Ah  I  do  not  touch   it  —  it  fe  the  moffi 
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beautiful  pi&ure  in  the   room,  but  I  never  (new  it 
for  fear  of  accidents — it  is   Venus  at  her  twilight, 
and  three  fashionable  Graces  without  clothes  on. 
Gang.  One  may  fee  that  every  day. 


WINDMILL  (without); 

Wind.  Teddy!   Where  the  devil  are  you? 

Mrs.  Not.  (to  Teddy)  Is  that  your  mafter,  fir  ? 

Ted.  No.  it's  me,  my  name's  Teddy,  but  I  dare  fay 
he's  come  by  his  calling.  I  know  his  way,  tho'  he 
has  no  memory  of  his  own,  he'll  remember  to  get  the 
,eftate  as  clean  as  a  whiflle. 

Mrs.  Not.  Then  I  hope  fir,  I  (hall  have  your 
parentage  and  uitereft. 

Ted.  You  (hall  have  the  care  of  all  the  fihrer 
drinking  glaffes,  and  if  thofe  gentlemen  don't  be- 
jnean  themfelves,  you  fhall  lend  them  off  with  a 
moment's  wages  at  a  month's  warning. 

Wind.  Teddy,  you  ralcal !  (within) 

Ted.  That's  me  fure  enough.  VExfe 

Gang.  If  my  mafter  cali'd  me  a  rafcal,  I  fhould 
break  my  heart. 

Clump.  That  wou'dn't  do  wi'me — they  make  us 
pay  for  all  we  break  at  our  houfe. 

Mrs.  Not.  And  at  ours  too — but  if  the  Captain 
fhould  be  the  lucky  man,  you'll  not  turn  me  off,  I 
jhopo,  fir  ?  you'll  let  me  keep  my  place — won't  you  ? 
(to  Gangway). 

Gang.  That  I  will — for  the  feaman  who  would 
cut  out  an  M  pcniioner  from  tbe  comforts  of  a  good 
birth,  oug.  t  to  be  (hipwreck'd  in  fight  of  Greenwich^ 
if  it  was  only  to  teach  him  hoipitality.  {hxit. 

Mrs.  Not.  Not  an  old  penfioner  neither. — I  hope 
fir,  (to  Clump)  no  offence  for  my  fpeaking  for  the 
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other  gentleman's  good  word,  but  you  look  fo  plea* 
fant  I  thought  I  might  be  fure  of  yours. 

Clump,  (pompoyfly)  Well,  my  young  lafs,  if  we  get 
t'place,  we'll  think  o'you. 

Mrs,  Not.  Young  lafs  !  that's  a  fenfible  man,  and 
I'm  glad  I  fpoke  in  time,  for  where  gentlemen  of 
his  country  once  get  footing,  let  'em  alone  tor  keep- 
ing it.  [Exit. 

Clump.  If  we  get  t'day,  I  munnot  "be  farvant 
o'all  work  here,  I  mun  get  t'wages  raifed  a  bit,  or 
I'll  not  flay  —  I've  laved  a  few  half  guineas  i'ma  fob 
here,  and  as  I'm  free  o'my  native  city  I  can  leave  off 
being  a  farvant  and  take  up  my  biery—  not  but  what 
I'm  content  where  I  am  juft  now,  becaufe  it's  like, 
to  be  the  beft  place  for  me. 


My  father  who  always  knew  what  lie  were  at, 

A  cunning  and  good-natur'd  elf  ; 
Bid  me  take  o'this  thing,  and  take  care  o'thatj 

But  fays  I,  I'll  take  care  o'myfelf. 
So  I  ventured  for  Yorkftiire  to  better  my  lot, 
And  fince  'twas  my  fortune  to  come  to  this  fpot, 
I'm  vaftly  well  pleafed  wi'the  place  I  ha  got, 
When  I  fing  fal  de  ral,  &c, 

II. 

M  Since  money,  they  fay,  makes  the  mare  for  to  go, 
"  Getting  money  mud  be  the  bed  plan  ; 

•6  And  as  Yorklhiremen,  underftand  harfes  you  know, 
"  On  my  hobby  I'll  keep  while  I  can. 

•c  This  ground  is  all  fair,  and  I  fear  not  a  jot. 

*6  There'll  be  no  falling  off,  if  I  don't  fpur  too  hot, 

V  And  when  luck  doesn't  gallop,  (he's  welcome  to  trot, 
•'  While  I'm  finging  fal  de  ral.  &c." 
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III. 

And  when  I  get  married,  for  marry  I  muft. 

As  foon  as  I  find  out  a  lafs ; 
She'll  meet  wi'  a  pretty  good  hufband  I  truft, 

And  wi'  her  I'll  ha*  plenty  o*  brafs, 
I'm  not  hard  to  pleafe,  when  Fm  chufing  d'ye  fee; 
She  mun  come  o*  good  kin,  and  befides  (he  muft  be, 
For  beauty,  why— juft  fuch  another  as  me. 

While  I  fing,  fal  de  ral,  &c. 


Enter  ROSANNA. 

Rof.  Here  comes  the  Captain  — I  have  got  my 
guardian's  confent  to  make  my  choice,  and  if  this 
youth,  who  knew  not  my  name  when  we  met  at 
Weymouth,  has  fpirit  and  generofity  to  prefer  me, 
ftill,  in  thechara&erof  jtoor  Henrica,  he  fliall  have 
the  rich  Rofanna  for  his  reward— fo  now  to  try  how 
poverty  becomes  me. 

Enter  FORESAIL. 

Fore.  Surely  that  muft  be  the  girl,  who,  at  Wey- 
mouth— it  is — is  it  poflible  I  have  the  pleafureonce 
again  to  meet  you  ?  When  we  parted,  I  had  no 
fuch  hopes. 

Rof.  Nor  I  indeed,  iir — -and  though  I  have  ven- 
tured to  addrefs  a  letter  to  you 

Fore.  Are  you  Henrica  ?  I  heard  at  Weymouth 
you  were  rich. 

F 
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Rof,  There  is  no  trufting  reports*  fir. 

Fore.  Is  there  a  miftake,  then  ? 

Rof  I  believe  there  is,  fir — will  you  btjritni 
Henrica  ? 

Fore.  It  was  my  chief  bulinefs  here — I  had  ftrong 
reafons,  even  before  I  received  your  letter. 

Rof.  Ah,  fir — it  isa  fad  thing  to  be  poor. 

Fore.  I  would  not  prefume  on  fuch  a  c  ire  urn  ft  an  ce  ; 
but  if  the  plain  heart  of  a  failof  be  worthy  your  ac- 
ceptance — : 

Rof*  But  you  failors,  are  inconftant — and  as  thfe 
fongfays,  there  are  Syrens  in  every  port. 

Fore.  To  convince  you  of  my  honour,  let  my  pre- 
tenfions  be  inftantly  fubmitted  to  any  friend  of 
yours. 

Rof.  At  yonder  cottage,  there  is  one,  in  whofe 
prefence  you  may  fay  what  you  pjeafe — but  if  you 
deceive  me 

Fore.  Sooner  wou'd  I  lower  my  flag  without  £ 
broadfide,  than  turn  traitor  to  the  girl,  who  gene- 
roufly  entrufts  me  with  the  facred  depofit  of  her 
heart's  affection. 

Rof.  And,  wou'd  you  think  of  me,  when  at  fea  ? 


Duet,  FORESAIL  and  ROSANNA, 

fort*        My  bofom  like  the  ocean  heavingj 

Woul'd  breathe  refponfive  fighs  fo  true  j 
Rof.        While,  by  fome  murm'ring  flreamlet  grievingj 
I'd  fit,  and  fing,  and  think  of  you. 

For  thoughts  ar/e  free* 
fort*  Yet  mine  fhou'd  be 

Fix'd  as  the  fates,  my  love  on  thee> 
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For  thoughts  are  free, 
Yet  mine  (hould  be 
FixM  as  the  fates,  my  love,  on  thee, 

II. 

fore.         The  nightingale  in  cadence  pretty, 

woiil'di  feem  to  mourn  my  love  at  fea  ; 
Ryf.          By  moonlight  watch,  the  failor's  ditty 
Wou'd  oh'  remind  me,  love  of  thee. 

Yet  thoughts  are  free, 
fen*  And  mine  wou'd  be 

Fix'd  as  the  fates,  my  love,  on  thee. 
Both.  Thoughts  are  free,  &c. 

[Exeunt. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  ARABLE  meeting. 


Mrs.  A.  Well.  George,  we  (hall  foon  know  our 
fortune,  and  if  we  {hould  win  the  eftate, 

Arab.  And  if  w6  Jhould,  Arabella,  what  would 
you  do  fir  ft  ? 

Mrs.  A'.  Me!  oh,  I'd— firftofall -what  would 

you, do  ? 

Arab.  Open  the  prpfpect,  decorate  the  grounds, 
and  give  all  poOibie  affiftance  to  the  natural  beauties 
of  the  place. 

Mrs.  A.  And  I  would  repair  the  great  kitchen, 
build  a  new  brewery,  enlarge  the  dairy,  fet  all  the 
folks  to  work  !  then  give  them  all  a  good  dinner 
and  warm  clothing. 

Arab.  So  you  fhould,  1'ell ;  but  there  are  other 
charms  in  a  1'pot  like  this. 

.  Arab.  What  charms  can  equal  a  village  full 
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of  chubby  little  ones,  with  rofes  in  their  cheeks, 
cherries  on  their  lips^  and  plenty  in  their  hands. — I 
hardly  fee  one  in  the  place. 

Arab.  But  when  we  take  pofTeffion 

Mn.  A,  We  will  have  fuch  a  day,  with  all  the 
men,  women,  and  children  around  us — the  young 
ones  in  the  lawn,  the  parents  on  the  hill,  you  and  I 
to  wait  on  them  •>  while  one  of  the  tenants  in  a  fine 
fpeech,  would  come  and  fay 


Enter  CLUMP. 

Clump.  It's  all  over  wi'us— all  up  wi'  houfe  and 
lands,  fir — t'  right  man  come  at  laft;  he  calls 
ftoutly  about  him,  and  has  began  to  make  ftrange 
alterations  already. 

Mrs.  A.  Alterations !  blockhead  ! 

Clump.  So  he  is  ma'am,  he's  building  caftles  up 
in  t'clouds,  and  that's  a  very  foolifh  thing. 

Arab.  Ifn't  it  my  dear  ?  I  fay,  Arabella,  child, 
I'm  afraid  the  "  Tenants  fet  fpeech"  has  fpoiled 
your  fine  Lilliputian  feftival. 

Mrs.  A.  None  of  your  fneeri,  George — you  can- 
not plan  a  better  feaft,  I'm  fure — and  if  caftles  built 
in  air  were  always  as  heartily  built  for  the  accommo- 
dation and  happinefs  of  others,  it  is  a  piiy  they 
(hould  ever  tumble  down  for  want  of  a  better  foun- 
dation. [Exit. 

Ar.  Are  you  certain  your  news  te  true,  fir  ? 

Clump.  No,  but  flop  and  fee,  fir — he  has  fett'n 

Gardners  to  work,  began  to  drain  t' great  fifh-pond, 
gned  feven  leafes,  and  open'd  houfe  for  all  comers 
at   t'Green    Man — he's   quite  a  fenfible  chap   too, 
.  wanted  to  hire  me  for  head  farvant,   but  I  told  him 
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honeftly  I'd  ftay  with  you,  fir — and  fo  I  will,  till  |I 
better  my  felf — you  may  depend,  [ Exit. 

Ar.  So  then  coufin  Windmill  is  to  be  the  lucky 
man — he  need  not  be  in  fo  great  hurry  though,  or 
he  may  kick  down  his  bafltet  of  glafs,  and  his  hopes 
may  banifli  like  the  fancied  felicity  of  my  well- 
meaning  wife. — To-day  will  yield  a  rich  harveft  to 
fome  of  us.  but  while  we  have  all  our  harvefts  in 
(ome  way  or  other,  no  honed  fellow  will  repine  afc 
fche  fuccefs  of  his  neighbour. 

Song,  ARABLE. 

The  hero,  who,  to  live  in  ftory, 

Jn  fearch  of  honour  dares  to  roam, 

And  reaps  a  crop  of  fame  and  glory, 
His  is  the  foldier's  harveft  home. 


U. 

The  tar,  who,  on  the  ocean  fighting, 
Brave  billows,  while  they  tow'ring  foam, 

-And  fafe  returns,  his  Poll,  delighting, 
His  is  the  failor's  harveft  home. 


III. 

**  Let  foldiers,  failors,  farmers  meeting, 
fi*  In  arms,  if  e'er  the  foe  (hoti'd  come, 

**  Give  'em  a  downright  Englilh  greeting, 
*'  While  laurels  crown  our  harveft  home." 


SCENE 
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SCENE'  V'.-***M  Inn. 

Enter  TEDDY  and  Peafants,  fronting* 

Ted.  Huzza!  room  for  his  honour!  he  re's -my 
mafter,  Mr.  Windmill,  coming  full  fail,  and  if  he 
doesn't  forget  it,  will  make  a  man  of  every  mother's 
child  in  the  county- — huzza ! 

Enter  WINDMILL. 

Wind.  Thank  ye,  my  honed  children  of  rufticity-w 
this  is  real  popularity  ;  and  the  natural  affection  of 
tenants  for  a-landlord — they  never  faw  before — Mufl 
hum  'em  a  bit  for  fear  of  accidents.  [To  TEDDY. 

Ted.  Do,  your  honour,  give  'em  fome  beef,  and 
a  big  barrel  of  beer ;  and  then  fee  how  they'll  reign 
over  you. 

Wind.  (Abftraftedly.)  Beef  and  beer !  I  ought  to  be 
at  Newmarket  at  this  very  inftant.— What  are  all 
jhofe  people  doing  here  ? 

Ted.  They  only  want  to  be  doing.  I  told  'em 
you  are  going  to  be  lord  of  the  manor.  The  othej 
candidates  have  been  here  thefe  three  hours. 

Wind.  When  do  they  {tart  ?  I  (hall  be  ruined  for 
not  keeping  my  word  with  Sir  Harry— I  promifecj 
to  doctor  his  reftive  horfes,  and  I  think  I  know  the 
way. 

Ted.  What  will  I  do  with  the  people  here,  fir? 

Wind,  (ftill  abfent)  Rub  'em  down  gently,  and  if 
that  won't  do,  ufe  the  whip. 

Ted.  He's  up  ;  but  Til  fetch  him  down  again — 

vc  him  a  fhout,  my  boys  ? 
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Wind  If  they  win  a  race  through  my  manage- 
ment, we  (hall  have  fuch  a— (the  people  Jhaut) — 
That's  right — keep  it  up,  my  lads,  and  do  you 
ihew  'em  the  way.  [To  TEDDY. 

Ted.  Fait,  it's  a  way  I  know  as  well  as  any  one — > 
fo,  come  along  my  honeys ;  devil  a  harm  it'll  do  to 
drink  long  life  to  his  honor,  and  a  groan  for  the 
fpalpeen  that's  laft fuddled  in  company. 

j  Exeunt  TEDDY  and  Mob . 

Wind.  What  a  whirl  I  am  in  !  I  muft  have 
forgot  a  vaft  number  of  things  in  ray  hurry- 
Teddy  ! 


Re-enter  TEDDY. 

What  did  I  call  you  back  for  ?  Oh  !  did  you  tell 
thofe  gentlemen  they're  welcome  to  alk  for  what 
they  like. 

Ted.  Yes,  fir;  and  what  more  could  I  tell  'em. 

Wind.  Why,  now  you  may  tell  'em  they're  wel- 
come to  pay  for  it — where's  the  key  of  my  trunk  ? 

Ted.  It's  fafe  iniide,  fir-— I  borrowed  the  box- 
maker's  key,  to  lock  it  up  with — and  I  packed  up 
your  pocket-piftols  in  it  too,  for  fear  you  fhou'd 
want  'em  on  the  road. 

Wind.  Blunderer!  Go,  tell  Mr.  Dubious  I'm  ar- 
rived, and  fee  it  you  can  make  a  miftake  there. 

Ted.  I'jl  do  my  beft,  fir.  [J&riV. 

Wind.  It's  lucky  I  keep  two  keys — They  fay  I 
had  no  memory.;  but  if  I  was  half  as  ftupid  as 
that  fellow — (Feels  in  his  pocket.)  —  Eh!  why, 
Teddy  ! 
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Enter  WAITER. 

Wait.  Your  fervant  [be  gone  out,  fir. 

Wind.  Gone  out — Oh  !  true.  Bring  me  fome 
wine  and  water, 

Wait.  Warm  or  cold,  fir  ? 

Wind.  Bring  a  bottle  and  a  bunch  of  keys* 

Wait.  Keys,  fir! 

Wind.  Yes,  cold  without  fugar — ( Exit  Waiter.) — 
Oh  !  I  remember  tying  the  other  key  to  the  button 
of  a  waiftcoat  I  left  at  home  for  fear  of  forgetting 
it. 

Enter  Waiter,  with  Wine  and  keys. 

Wina.  That's  right — I  don't  think  thefe  will  do ; 
bid  the  blackfmith  [bring  his  picklocks— run,  and 
don't  let  any  body  ,up  'till  he  comes. 

Wait.  We  haven't  got  never  a  blackfmith,  fir, 
but  old  ugly  as  we  call  him,  and  he  be  never  out  of 
the  way  but  when  he's  wanted. 

Wind  Find  him  dire&ly — I  muftn't  be  feen  this 
figure — (tries  the  keys.) — Yes,  here's  one — (opens  the 
tox] — And  now  to  fee  what  Teddy  has  put  up  for  me 
(flips  on  a  drejfing-gown. ) — Honey-water,  ink,  Battle 
gunpowder,  and  pocket-piftols.  I'll  rub  a  little 

of  this  honey- water  into  my  hair Zounds  !  this 

is  ink—  (puts  it  on  the  table  and  Jills  hisfnuff  box  out  of 
the  powder-flajk.) 

Enter  DUBIOUS, 

Well,    old    Ugly,    I  don't   want  you  now,    Mr. 
Blackfmith,    you   may  take  your  picklocks   away 

aaain. 


again. 
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Drib.  Picklocks  !  why,  can  this  be  my  god- 
ion,  Watty  ? 

Wind.  (Looking^  Your  godfon !  I  beg  ten  thou- 
fand  pardons  ;  I  know  you'll  forgive  my  inadver- 
tency, fo  fit  down  and  take  a  glafs  of  wine. 

(Gives  him  the  ink  bottle. 

Dub.  I  have  not  dined,  Wattv — but  your  com- 
pany and  a  glafs  of  black-ftrap — pon!  what's  tbis— 
black-ftrap  with  a  vengeance; 

Wind,  I  gave  you  the  wrong  bottle — dev-HCh  dif- 
agreeable  to  be  fure — but  never  mind — taki  a  pinch 
of  this  and  it  will  go  off. 

Dub.  (Takes  WINDMILL'S  box.)  Go  off!  to  be 
fure  it  will — it's  gunpowder ! 

Wind.  Here's  a  blow  up!  come,  now  I  will  help  you. 

Dub.  No  ;  I'd  better  help  myielf ;  for  if  I  truft 
to  you,  I  may  get  poifon  inlteid  of  port.  [They  Jit. 

Wind.  A  common  thing  in  iome  houfes.  Come, 
iir,  we'll  drink  to  my  father's  memory. 

Dub.  And  wifliing^vwr's  better  at  the  fame  time. 
Oh  !  I  was  an  old  friend  of  his,  and  ftood  god- 
father to  you 

Wind.  What,  fir,  was  you  at  my  chriftening  ? 

Dub.  Yes,  I  was. 

Wind.  That's  very  odd,  I  haven't  the  flighteft 
recolledion  of  it ! 

Dub.  And  I  promifed  your  father  to  do  fomething 
handfome  for  you. 

Wind.  I  hope  you  haven't  a  bad  memory,  fir  ? 

Dub.  Why,  there's  no  certainty  in  any  thing,  and 
that's  my  doctrine.  How  did  you  lay  out  the  thou- 
fand  pounds  you  had  to  begin  the  world  with  ? 

Wind.  In  purchafmg  experience,  then  borrowed 
upon  the  credit  of  my  expectations  here — built  a 
neat  houfe,  and  being  my  own  architect 

Dub.  Ic  tumbled  down,  I  fuppoie. 

G 
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Wind  No;  'twas  burnt  down  one  night  by  a 
candle  I  always  kept  lighted  for  fear  of  accidents — 
fo,  I  loft  all  a  fecond  nine. 

Dub.  How  came  you  not  infured  ? 

Wind.  Want  of  policy ,  iir  ;  for  while  I  was  con- 
fidenng  whether  I  Ihou'd  go  Hand-'m-Hand  with  the 
Sun,  or  make  an  Exchange  for  the  Globe,  I  blaz'd  out 
like  a  Ph&nix. 

Dub.  Wellfaid,  Watty. 

Wind.  I  then  was  editor  of  a  paper  which  nobody 
read — proprietor  of  a  medicine  that  nobody  took— 
invented  a  warn  ball  to  (have  without  a  razor — and 
got  a  patent  for  a  razor  that  won'dn't  (have  at  all. 

Dub.  How  was%  that  ? 

Wind.  It  was  never  tried— fo  I  cut  the  razors,  and 
have  now  a  number  of  plans,  which  mujl  fucceed. 
In  the  firft  place,  I've  laid  out  5900!.  on  a  fa- 
vourite horfe. 

Dub.   What,  without  money  ? 

Wind.  I'm  in  the  fecret — and  if  he  fliou'd  lofe, 
I've  made  a  hedge,  and  know  how  to  get  over  it — • 
then  I've  a  play  at  each  theatre,  if  they  both  fail, 
it  will  be  damn'd  hard— and  fix  whole  tickets  In 
the  lottery  that  ends  to-day  —  they've  all  been 
dream'd  of,  and  in  the  prefent  rich  Mate  of  the 
wheel,  there's  only  one  thoufand  five  hundred  and 
fevtnteen  chances  to  one  againft  them. 

Dub.  Too  many  irons  in  the  fire,  and  fome  of 'em 
will  burn. 

Wind.  If  they  Jhoifd  I  have  another  refource 
yet — there's  the  fomething  handfome  you  were  to 
do  for  me. 

Dub.  And  have  you,  the  impudence  to  look  in 
my  face — -and — 

Wind.  No,  fir;  ;  it's  irnpbffibje  to  do  that,  and 
think  of  any  thing  barufyime  ?  but  as  far  as  io,oooh 
goes— I  ftjou'd  think— . 


WHO's  THE  RICHEST •?  51 

Dub.  Well,  I'll  give  it  you  in  your  own  way. 
-—I  happen  to  have  a  lottery  ticket,  which  you  may 
add  to  the  lift  of  your  lucky  numbers,  it  maybe 
worth  10,000!  for  though  it  has  not  been  dream* d 
of,  there's  not  above  1517  chances  to  one  againft  it. 

Wind.  And  will  you  give  it  me  ? 

Dub.  Do  you  doubt  my  honour  ? 

Wind.  No  ;  but  I  prefer  your  doftrine,  ts  there's 
no  certainty  in  any  thing,"  you  know — fo,  for  fear 
of  accidents,  write1  on  the  back,  that  you  have  trans- 
ferr'd  it  to  me. 

Dub    I  (han't  forget. 

Wind.  But  /  may — To,  here  are  pens  and  there's 
ink — and  now  I  have  him.  (biings  pens  and  tottlcs 
from  his  trunk. ) 

Dub.  There,  this  is  your  ticket,  as  witnefs  my 
hand.  But,  pray,  among  other  projects,  how  comes 
it  you  never  thought  of  matrimony  ? 

Wind.  Matrimony,  Sir — -becaufe  I'm  in  love 

Dub.  That's  quite  another  thing— is  the  girl 
rich  ? 

Wind.  Such  a  beauty ! 


Enter  ARABLE. 

Ah,  George,  how  goes  it— I  only  wi(h  you  knew 
her — (to  Dubious.) 

Ar.  I  thought  I  faw  you  at  the  races  laft  week, 

Dub*   Well,  but  this  girl— 

Wind,  (alternately  to  ARABLE  and  DUBIOUS) 
Races — fo  I  was — (he's  an  angel,  fir. — Did  you  fee 
the  black  and  grey  poney  come  round  the  corner  ? 
—She's  a  beauty,  fir— fuch  a  form — neck  to  neck, 
you  dog — drefles  fo  delightfully — pink  and  blue  for 
ever — and  if  you  talk  of  eyes— there  was  hardly  a 
nole  between  'em — Oh !  'twas  a  grand  match  ! 

Ar.  Did  you  win  ? 


F, 
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.  What  is  (he  worth  ? 
Wind.  Not  a  (hilling. 

Dub.  Then,  how  could  it  be  a  grand  match  ? 
Wind.  Who's  this?  I  fhould  like  to  try  my  for- 
tune with  her. 


Enter  Mrs.  ARABLE. 

Ar.  Give  me  leave  to  introduce  Mrs.  Arable. 

Wind.  Madam,  I  afTure  you  I  was  not  fenfible 
of— 

Mrs.  Ar.  We  fee  that,  fir,  very  plainly,  fo  na 
apologies. 

Dub.  Watty,  here  comes  the  girl  for  you — (he's 
my  ward,  and  you  have  my  hearty  confent  to  try 
your  fortune. 


Enter  ROSANNA  and  FORESAIL** 


Wind,  (to  Rof.)  Madam,  I  believe  you  are  the 
Lady 

Fort.  Who  has  promifed  to  honour  me  with  her 
hand.  *.  > 

Wind.  How  lucky  for  you  I  didn't  come  fooner — 
Teddy  ! 

Enter  TEDDY. 

Ted.  Your  honour. 

Wind.  Bring  my  things  to  drefs 

Dub.  Oho !  is  this  your  Weymouth  fea  god  ? 

[70  ROSANNA, 
Ros.  Hufli,  guardy  !  only  let  me  explain. 

[Takes  him  apart. 
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Enter  GANGWAY, 

Gang.  (To  FORESAIL.)  Captain,  the  boat's  crew 
are  come  down  with  a  round  robin,  which  they  beg 
leave  to  overhaul  to  you. 

Enter  CLUMP  and  Waiter. 

Clump.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  here's  waiter  fays 
dinner's  ready ;  and  Mr.  Plainly  fays,  when  that's 
over,  he'll  fettle  all  your  confarns  tor  you. 

Ar.  Come  then,  a  chearful  glafs  (hall  fortify 
us  againft  the  frailes  or  frowns  of  fortune  that 
await  us. 

FINALE. 

Farefail  and)  Soc'al  J0?8'  woul<*  you  combine* 
Windmill      >  Fill  the  bowl  with  rofy  wine, 
Arab.  &  Clump.        Or  nut-brown  ale. 
Gangway.         Each  jolly  dog, 

At  fea  prefers  a  can  6f  grog 
YtMj.  Whiflcey-punch  will  dp  for  me  \ 

Or,  if  HUM  the  cup  muft  be, 
Ladies.  We  prefer  a  difh  ot  tea  ; 

Men,  Thus  to  drink  we  all  agree, 

Foref.&Wind.     .     Wine! 
Arab.  &f  Clump.         .        Ale ! 
r<ddy.  .  .          Whiflcey! 

Gangway,          .  •          •  Grog ! 

Ladii* Green  Tea  I 

Or  we  retire. 
Qmn<$.  '•        •  We  all  agree 

Merrily,  merrily,  merrily  we, 

Thus  to  drink  do  all  agree. 

END   OF    ACT    II. 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE  I. A  room  at  the  inn: 

TEDDY  and  Sailors  dif Covered. 

Sailors.  HA  !  ha!  ha!  Well  {aid,  Teddy. 

Cable.  That's  right  my  lad  j  you're  one  of  our 
own  fort. 

led.  Fait  I'm  one  of  your  own  nation,  tho'  an 
IriOiman,  and  I  glory  in'  a  failor,  tho'  1  never  was 
at  fea  in  my  life. 

Flip.  How  came  you  here  then  ? 

led.  In  the  packet,  honey — d'ye  think  I  was 
trundled  over  in  a  wheel-barrow  ? 

Capftan.  Well,  every  man  to  his  trade;  I  was 
brought  up  to  threfti  the  enemy. 

Ted.  And  I  to  threfh  corn — I  handled  the  whip 
with  ttie  wooden  thong,  that  knocks  the  wheat  out 
of  the  empty  draw. 

Flip.  Well,  Teddy,  we're  about  private  bufinefs, 
and  you  can  do  us  a  fervice. 

?ed.  It's  no  farvice  axing,  if  I  can't. 

Flip.  Take  care  of  that  door,  and  let  no  one  in 
without  a  watch-word. 

led.  Devil  a  word  fcall  they  fpeak  at  all,  with- 
out axing  lave. 
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Capftan.  Then  let  nobody  in,  without  he  fays 
-*'  Whiikey"— can  you  remember  that  ? 

Ted.  Can  I  ever  forget  it  ?  fa  knock  heard]  now 
you  fhall  fee  Teddy  ftand  to  his  arms.— Who's 
i  here  ? 

Gang,  (without)  A  friend. 

Ted.  Friend  or  enemy,  you  don't  come  here  'till 
you  fay  «c  Whifkey  " 

All.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Ted.  That's  mighty  genteel  to  be  fur? — Take 
notice,  I  quit  the  farvice.  They  laugh  as  if  Irilb- 
men  were  never  born  without  brogues,  or  that 
I  wou'dn't  open  my  mouth,  without  putting  my 
foot  in  it  [E#it. 


Enter  GANGWAY. 

Cap/Ian,  {giving  a  paper  to  Gangway)  Here's  the 
ground- robin. 

Gang.  Avaft,  brother !  no  man  has  a  right  to 
give  more  than  I  do.  We  all  love  the  Captain 
alike— fo  let  it  be  (hare  and  (hare, 

All.  Aye,  aye. 

Gang.  Then  let's  mufter  all  hands.— Frank  Flip  ! 

Flip.  What  argufies  overhauling  our  names. 
We're  all  here,  and  we're  all  there  (pointing  to  the 
paper J — fo  bear  a-hand,  and  read. 

'Gang,  (reads)  "  On  board  the  Green  Man,  half 
pad  four  P.  M-  wind  S.S.W.  bearing  half  a  league 
from  the  Three  Magpies,  and  all  hands  drinking 
your  honour's  health  in  deep  grog,  and  /hallow 
water,  Nobody's  name  being  firft  at  the  bottom  ; 
whereby,  if  you  cou'd  tell  the  nw^leader  of  a  round- 
robin,  there  wou'd  be  no  end  to  it. — We  know  you 
want  money  to  get  an  eftate,  having  often  given  u$ 
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all,  and  left  yourfelf  nothing,  which  we  now  return  tu 
you — for  our  lad  month's  pay  and  prize-money 
ihall  be  your's,  by  all  the  powers  of  attorney,  which 
Ben  Bumboat  has  bought  of  two  bookfelleas — who 
are  your  loving  (hipmates  till  death. — In  tvitnefs 
whereof,  we  have  fet  our  refpectable  hands." — There 
—now  for  the  poft-mark. 

Calk.  The  poftfcript  you  mean. 

Gang.  <c  We  alfo  beg  you  to  except  a  filver  punch- 
ladle,  which,  as  you  are  not  given  to  drinking,  will 
make  a  fine  prefent  for  your  honour's  fwectheart." 

Flip.  But  where's  old  Binnacle  all  this  while  ? 

Gang.  Aye— the  Captain  faved  his  life,  which,  if 
be  isn't  one  of  us,  on  this  occafion,  will  be  the  death 
of  him. 

Flip.  But  he  hasn't  a  copper — He's  four  feet 
water  in  the  purfer's  black  lift,  for  rum,  giog,  and 
other  flops. 

Gang  Poor  fellow  !  We're  defcribed  a  large  fum 
for  our  commander,  a  fmall  one  for  a  meffmate  can't 
hurt  us— put  down  his  name — we'll  make  it  up 
among  us. 

Cable,  But  the  robin's  full — we're  clofe  flowed 
all  round. 

Gang.  Are  we  ?  then  put  him  in  the  middle  of 
us — go  find  him  out,  and  Til  meet  you  at  the  Cap- 
tain's quarters, — [Exit  Sailors.] — There  they  go 

as  nice  a  fet  of  lad*  as  ever  orack'd  a  bifcuit  -oh, 
that  they  once  were  along-fide  the  fmall  craft  of  the 
enemy,  to  teach  fem  what  the  boat's  crew  of  a  Britifh 
man  of  war  would  try  to  do  for  them. 
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Song — GANGWAY. 

Ye  jolly  man  of  war's  men,  where  e're  you  chance  lo  be, 
For  want  of  better  paftime,  come  liften  unto  me  : 
And  all  give  ear  unto  this  here  becaufe  it  does  incite 
What  hearty  dogs  we  failors  be  who  for  old  England  fight. 
Tol  lol,    &c. 

II. 

' 
Of  boarding  this  our  ifland  the  Frenchmen  make  a  rout, 

So  we  block  up  all  their  harbours  becaufe  they  wont  come  out, 
And  if  they-come  with  grannydears  and  baganets  and  floats, 
We've  got  a  fet  of  Johnny  Bulls  to  meet  'em  in  their  boats. 
Toi  lol,    &c. 

IIL 

If  they're  to  conquer  us,  what  are  we  to  do  the  while, 
We've  beat  'em  in  the  Indies,  we*ve  beat  'em  at  the  Nile  ; 
In  channel,  fea,  or  harbour  we're  ready  ftilf  to  try, 
But  while  we're  fond  of  fighting  clofe,  they're  always  fighting 

Ihy. 

Tol  lol,    &c. 

SCENE  II.— A  Shrubbery,  the  Green  Man  at  a 

diftance. 

Enter  Mrs.  NOTABLE  and  HEN  RICA. 

Mrs.  Not.  Oh,  Mifs,  my  fufpicions  were  not  for 
nothing- — I  knew  you  had  one  grief  more  than  you 
chofc  to  tell  of;  and  when  you  met  that  gentlemen 
in  blue,  you  turn'd  all  manner  of  colours,  as  I  hope 
to  keep  my  place. 

Hen.  So  you  really  conclude  that 

H 
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Mrs.  Not.  Not  I  —  when  I  begin  to  fpeak  my 
mind,  I  never  conclude  at  all — and  I'm  fure  you 
almoft  frighten'd  me  into  an  bijlorical  fit. — Where 
did  )  ou  fee  him  before  ? 

"  Hen  Fm  very  forry,  but  I  hope  he  didn't 
obferve  that  I—  was— unwell. 

"  Mrs.  Not.  Is  there  any  harm  in  being  unwell? 

"  Hen.  No,  but  it  isn't  pleafant  to 

"  Mrs.  Not.  I  know  it  isn't  pleafant,  child  ;  and 
though  people  wonder  at  having  ftupid  head- 
achs,  difagreeable  tooth  achs,  and  painful  fits  of  the 
gout  ;  yet  I  never  met  with  any  that  were  fprightly, 
eafy,  or  agreeable  fince  the  hour  I  was  born.  Come, 
tell  the  truth. — Where  did  you  fee  him  before  ?" 

Hen.  Heigho  !  I  believe  in  London ;  but  not 
being  rich  himfelf,  he  was  too  generous  to  plunge 
one  he  profefs'd  to  love,  into  further  poverty. 

Mrs.  Not.  Not  being  rich  !  why,  he's  come  here 
to  claim  the  eftate,  and  mod  likely  will  be  lord  of 
the  manor.  1*11  go  and  afk  him  if  I  may  keep  my 
place  (afide). 

"  Hen.  He  lord  of  the  manor  ! 

"  Mrs.  Not.  And  why  not  ?  and,  perhaps,  he  may 
make  you  the  lady — and,  if  he  fhou'd — (altering  her 
manner.) — I  hope,  madam,  you  won't  forget  me — 
I  flatter  myfelf  I'm  fit  for  \\itfitiation— I  look  into 
and  expeft  every  thingi  from  the  plate  on  the'  fide- 
board  to  the  tinder-box  in  the  kitchen,  where  every 
match  is  of  my  own  making, — Oh  !  if  T  can  but 
bring  'em  together,  what  a  rare  place  I  mall  have 
of  it.  [Exit. 

Hen.  And  is  Mr.  Windmill  a  candidate  for  the 
eftate.  Ah  !  Henrica,  he  has  been  ele&ed  in  thy 
heart  long  ago — 
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Song — HEN  RICA. 

Ah,  what  was  the  charm  that  my  bofom  enfnar'd, 
And  reveal'd,  'ere  his  voice,  what  my  lover  declared  ? 
From  whence  does  my  heart  this  fenfation  imbibe  ? 
This  fomething  fo  pleating  I  cannot  defcribe. 

II. 

And  what  was  the  pow'r,  which,  difguis'd  in  a  figh, 
When  he  fpuke,  ftill  prevented  my  tongue  from  reply  f 
While  my  ear,  wiih  delight,  would  each  accent  imbibe, 
'Twas  fomething  fo  pleafing,  I  cannot  defcribe. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. — Another  Apartment  at  the  Inn. 

Enter  FORESAIL,  with  a  round  robin,  followed  by 
GANGWAY, 

Gang,  Now,  do,  your  honour — you'll  break  their 
hearts  if  you  don't. — They're  gone,  and  have  fent 
me  again — I  left  'em  all  as  lulky  as  if  they  had 
clear'd  (hip  for  an  engagement,  and  cou'dn't  catch 
the  enemy. 

Fore.  To  deprive  them  of  what  they  have  fo 
nobly  acquired,  would  fully  their  captain's  honour. — 
You  wouldn't  like  to  hear  me  cali'd  a  fcoundrel  ? 

Gang.  Yes,  I  wou'd,  if  I  was  in  a  humour  for 
fighting — fmite  my  timbers,  how  1  cou'd  lay  about 
Hie! 

Fore.  I  (hall  difplay  this  paper  as  proudly,  as  it 
it  were  the  flag  of  a  conquer'd  enemy  ;  for,  'tis  as 
glorious  to  win  this  voluntary  token  from  the  hearts 
of  a  gallant  let  of  friends,  as  to  tear  dowa  trie  enlign 
of  the  proudeft  foe. 

Gang.  I've  feen  you  do  that,  after  you  had  nail'd 
your  own  to  the  mail — but  what  fignifies  what  I 
have  leen,  when  you  won't  let  a  few  honeft  lad* 
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lend  a-hand  to  fet  you  a-float,  becaufe  they  happen 
to  be  poor  fellows. 

Fore.  How  dare  you,  fir  i  but  I  forget  your 
motive. — Tell  them,  if  I  really  wanted  afliftance,  I 
fhculd  feel  moil  honoured  in  accepting  theirs. 

Gavg.  I  iuppofe  you  don't  happen  to  be  in  want 
of  a  iilver  ladle,  neither — you'll  refufe  the  honour 
of  that  too,  though  I  carved  the  handle  myfelf,  and 
the  boat-fwain's  whiftle  was  melted  down,  to  make 
part  of  the  bowl  of  it. 

Fore.  Yes;  I  (hall  take  that  with  gratitude,  and 
ufe  it  firft,  in  filling  a  health  to  the  brave  boys  who 
gave  it  me. 

Gang-  Then  give  us  leave  to  treat  you  with  the 
grog  you  drink  it  in,  and  we'll  be  as  happy  as  if 
you  had  accepted  our  pay  for  a  twelvemonth. 

Fore.  With  all  my  heart,  you  fhall  find  grog  for 
the  whole  evening. 

Gang.  Shall  we  ?  then  1*11  lofe  no  time  in  telling 
them  ;  for  when  you  refufed  'em,  they  went  mop- 
ing, and  fneaking  away,  like  a  firft  rate  French  man 
of  war  with  a  Britim  Eaft-Indiaman  taking  a  Dance 
after  her.  [Exit. 

Fore*  The  affection  of  thefe  worthy  lads,  creates 
a  pleafure,  not  to  be  defcribed  ;  their  fentiments 
are  worthy  the  heroes  who  carried  the  Britim 
thunder  to  the  mores  of  Egypt,  who  fhared  in  the 
dangers,  and  witnefled  the  fate  of  the  lamented, 
the  envied,  the  immortal  Abercrombie. 

Recitative  and  Air. — FORESAIL. 

'Twas  on  the  fpot  in  ancient  lore  oft*  named, 
Where  If;s  and  Ofiris  once  held  fway, 

O'er  kings  who  deep  in  pyramidic  pride ; 
But  now  for  Britifh  valour  far  more  famed, 
Since  Nelfon's  band  atchiev'd  a  glorious  day, 

And,  crown'd  with  laurel,  Abercrombie  died. 
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A  I  R; 

Her  rofeate  colours  the  dawn  had  not  fhed, 

O'er  the  field  which  ftern  {laughter  had  t»nted  too  red, 

'Twas  da*rk  —  fave  each  flafh  at  the  cannon's  hoarfe  found, 

"When  the  brave  Abercrombie  receiv'd  his  death-wound  j 

His  comrades,  with  grief,  unafFetted  deplore, 

Tho*  to  Britain's  renown  he  gave  one  laurel  more. 

II. 

With  a  mind  unfubdued  dill  the  foe  he  defied, 
On  the  fteed  which  the  Hero  of  Acre  fupplied, 
'Till,  feeling  he  foon  to  Fate's  fummons  muft  yield, 
He  gave  Sidney  the  fword  he  no  longer  could  wield  ; 
His  comrades  with  grief  unaffefled  deplore, 
Tho*  to  Britain's  renown  he  gave  one  laurel  more. 

III. 

The  ftandard  of  Albion  with  viftory  crown  M, 
Waved  over  his  head  as  he  fank  on  the  ground, 
"  Take  me  hence,  my  brave  fellows"  the  vet'ran  did  cry, 
**  My  duty's  complete,  and  contented  I  die." 


Enter  ROSANNA. 

"  Mrs.  Not.  Ah,  Mifs  Rofanna,  yonder  comes 
the  gentleman,  who,  they  fay,  is  to  get  the  eftate  — 
I  am  going  to  afk  him  for  my  place.  I  wifh  you 
would  fpeak  a  good  word  for  me. 

Rof.  That  I  will.  —  He  is  the  drolleft  companion 
at  table  I  ever  faw  —  he  ufed  every  body's  napkin  but 
his  own,  put  fweet  fauce  to  his  filh,  and  wine  to  his 
vegetables  ;  but  let  us  ftep  afide,  and  fee  -what  fort 
ef  humour  he  is  in.  [They  go  up  the  ftaget 

Enter  WINDMILL  and  TEDDY. 
Wind.  No  news  arrived  yet,  Teddy  ? 
fed.  Devil  a  word,  your  honour,  —  It's  a  great  pitjr 
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you  coud'nt  manage  to  fnap  up  fome  rich  widow 
to  help  you  out  now — I  know  of  two  or  three  if 
their  hufbands  were  dead,  wou'd  be  the  beft 
matches  living. 

Wind.  Go — bring  me  word  if  any  meifenger 
comes.  (Exit  TEDDY.)  A  rich  widow,  as  he  fays, 
might  do — and  yet  there  was  a  girl — but  I  muft'nt 
think  of  her,  it's  bad  enough  for  one  to  be  poor 
but  double  poverty  is  the  devil  — To  fee  the  woman 
one  loves  a  beggar ! 

Ros AN  N  A  come s  forward. 

Rof.  Sir — fir — I'll  play  this  forgetful  gentleman 
a  trick,  (aftde)  Sir!  fir! 

Wind.  I  gave  away  the  laft  juil  now — Oh'  is  it 
you  ?  I  beg  pardon — but  it's  fo  long  fince  I  faw 
you 

Rof.  Long !     why  we  dined  together. 

Wind.  Mod  likely,  for  I  remember  dining  fome- 
where. — Did'nt  you  and  I  hob-nob  ? 

Rof.  Yes — you  filled  your  glafs  out  of  a  vinegar 
cruet,  and  I  drank  your  health  while  you  were  ab- 
fent. 

Wind.  Did  you  ? — What  o'clock  is  it  now,  then  ? 

[Takes  out  a  lozenge  box. 

Rof.  Never  mind  the  the  clock, — did  not  you  afk 
meat  dinner  about  a  rich  widow  ? 

Wind.  1  was  ordered  to  take  one  every  four 
hours. 

Rof.  Pfha!  we  are  talking  of  a  rich  match, 

"  Wind.  You  don't  mean  that  lady —  ? 

"  Rof.  Yes,  I  do,  (he  is  as  rich  as  Crcefus,  and 
will  tell  you  nerfelf  (lie  has  no  objection  to  you. 

Wind.  Pflia !  damn  it,  no,  that  won't  do. 

Rof.  O  yes  it  will — I've  promis'd  to  introduce 
her,  and  have  broken  the  ice  for  you  already.— I've 
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told  him  your  bufinefs  (apart  to  Mrs.  NOTABLE.)— 
"  flie  keeps  the  beft  houfe  in  the  village — don't  be 
afraid  of  one  another. 

"  Mrs.  Not.  Don't  go,  Mifs,  pray  (lay — I  believe 
I've  the  honour  of  reproaching  Mr.  Windmill. 
"  Wind.   Reproaching  ! 

"  Rof.  (7o  him.}  That's  for  being  fo  long  filent. 
'*  Wind.  Well  then,  fince  it's  the  only  way  to  get 
the  eftate,  Til  chufe  the  moft  certain  mode  of  at- 
tack, and  be  as  impudent  as  the  devil,  for  fear  of 
accidents- — I  don't  remember  much  of  romance — 
but  here  goes,  Flower  of  the  circle  you  adorn  ! 

"  Mrs.  Not.  Flour  of  the  circus  \  he  forgets  Hen- 
rica! — Sir,  I  only  want  to  afk  with  all  due  refpeft, 
and  in  two  words,  whether  you  thinks  as  I  fhou'd 
luit  you." 

JVM.  Suit  me  ! 

Rof.  There's  a  queftion  ! 

Mrs.  Not.  This  lady  has  told  you  my  wilhes,  and 
if  you  are  agreeable,  I  fhall  be  very  happy. 

Wind.  Why,  look'ye,  Ma'am,  I'm  afraid  that  in 
my  prefent  circumflances 

Mrs.  Not*  I'll  take  all  poffible  care  of  the  houfe- 
keeping. 

Rof.  That  (he  will,  I'll  anfwer  for  it. 

Wind.  Economy  is  no  bad  thing,  but-— 

Mrs.  Not.  I  knows  my  place,  and  always  likes  to 
keep  in  it, 

Rof.  That  (lie  does,  you  may  depend  on't. 

Wind.  So  much  the  better. 

Mrs.  Not.  I've  had  ieven  mailers/  and  fatisfied 
'em  all. 

Rof.  To  my  certain  knowledge. 

Wind.  Seven  times  married  !   the  devil  !     \_Apart. 

Mrs.  Not.  There  were  three  '(quires,  two  lawyers, 
one  parfon,  and  a  'potecary. 
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Wind.  What  a  devil  of  a  memory  fhe  has — Then 
hark'ye,  as  I  dare  not  undertake  to  fucceed  your 
feven  wife  mailers,  I'd  advife  you  to  look  for  the 
eighth  elfewhere. 

Mrs.  Not.  Sir  ! 

Rof.  (To  Mrs.  NOTABLE.)  Then  I'd  give  him  a 
bint  of  what  you  told  me  about  Henrica. 

"  Mrs.  Not.  I  will — Sir  you're  a  falfe  man,  and 
unlefs  you  alter  your  mind,  the  whole  village  (hall 
know  it. 

•*  Wind.  With  all  my  heart,  madam — and  when 
you  (to  ROSANNA)  want  to  cut  another  joke,  don't 
let  it  be  at  my  expence, 

c<  Rof.  And  when  you  want  to  marry,  don't  let  it 
be  at  the  lady's. 

Mrs.  Not.  Take  care  of  him,  Mifs,  he  is  a  flatter- 
ing perfon. — He  faid  I  adorned  the  circus,  and 
when  I  came  honeftly  to  get  my  bread,  he  called  me 
flour ',  he's  a  changeling,  madam  ;  to  be  calPd  flour, 
indeed !  But  what  can  one  expect  from  a  Wind- 
mill ?"  [Exit. 

Rof.  What,  indeed  !  But  you  don't  get  offfo,  fir. 

Wind.  No — do  you  want  to  introduce  another 
lady  to  me  ? 

Rof.  Perhaps  I  do." — What  do  you  think  of  me? 

Wind.  You  wo'nt  do — I'll  have  a  wife  of  my  own 
chufing. 

Rof.  And  forget  her  as  you  did  poor  Henrica. 

Wind.  Henrica! — do  you  know  her  ? 

Rof.  Better  than  you  do — or  you'd  not  fo  readily 
have  given  her  up. 

Wind.  Only  tell  me  where  (he  is. 

Rof.  She  is  here,  but  you  fhan't  profit  by  a  frolic 
of  mine,  till  I  gain  permiffion  for  it. 

Wind.  In  the   mean  time  fhe  may  leave  the  place, 

RoJ*  Why  did  you  leave  her  ? — (he  won't  fee  you 
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without  fome  preparation ;  but  prornife  to  be  lefs 
whimftcal  in  future,  and  I'll  undertake  your  caufe. 

Wind.  Will  you  ! — then  I'll  leave  off  fcheming, 
brufh  up  my  memory,  '*  ftick  to  my  godfather, 
and  look  to  the  main  chance.  I'll  go  make  a  for- 
tune by  (heer  induftry,  and  marry  the  dear  girl  after 
prefenting  her  with  pockets  full  of  money,  and  a 
lieart  full  of  love. — I'll  fet  about  it  diredly." 

Rof*  Stop*— if  we  perfuade  her  to  it,  hadn't  you 
better  marry  her  before  you  go? 

Wind.  Go  !— where  ?— Oh  1  (recollecting)  Why 
yes,  I  think  I  had,  for  fear  of  accidents. 

Duet — WINDMILL  and  ROSANNA. 

Wind.  Then  I'll  be  married. 
Rof.  And  fo  will  I. 

Who  never  was  married  before! 
Wind*  Too  long  I've  tarried, 
Kef.  And  fo  have  I. 

Both.    Come  then  let  us  tarry  no  more. 
Wind.  When  you  wed,  I'll  be  there, 

While  the  bells  are  ringing, 
Rof.      Pll  be  bridemaid  for  you, 
Wind.  I'll  give  you  away, 

We'll  dance  away  care 
*  While  the  company's  finging, 
Both    Joy  to  the  couple  on  your  wedding  day ! 

II. 

Wind.  I'll  wear  no  willow, 
Re/.  No  more  will  I, 

But  forrow  111  leave  in  the  lurch. 
Wind.  I'll  quit  my  pillow, 
Re/.  And  fo  will  I ; 

Botb,  And  trip  with  my  true-love  to  church. 
I 
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Rof.     Then  at  dinner  fuch  cheer, 

While  the  glaffes  are  ringing. 

I'll  toaft  the  bride's  health, 

If  you  like  it  you  may  ; 
Wind.  Then  at  night  disappear 
jRof.      While  the  cormpany's  fingljig 
Both  Joy  to  the  couple  on  your  wedding  day, 

\_Exeunt. 
SCENE  III.— A  Land/cape. 

Enter  ARABLE,  and  CLUMP, tipfey. 

Ar,  Who  has  been  making  you  in  that  pickle, 
firrah  ? 

Clump.  I've  no  but  had  a  (up  o'yeal. 

Ar.  And  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Clump  Miflus  thinks  o'  having  t'horfes  put  to ; 
for  von  fea  captain  has  taken  one  whole  year's  pay 
fra  t'failors,  and  by  their  looking  fo  melancholy,  J 
fancy  he's  ax'd  'em  for  another* 

Enter  Mrs.  ARABLE, 

Mrs.  A.  Come  hu(band,  you  have  given  in  your 
ftaterpent,  but  it  will  be  of  no  avail  now — coufin 
Wat  Windmill  is  to  be  the  man  after  all. 

Ar.  You  jeft,  furely. 

Mrs.  A.  And  the  captain  has  given  his  crew  a 
large  (ilver  punch  bowl,  and  two  ladles  Tor  the  loan 
of  all  their  ready  money  to  (hew  againil  us. 

Clump.  I'm  fure  that's  true,  however 

Ar.  1  (hall  not  truft  reports,  but  wait  the  decifion 
about  to  take  place,  and  if  unfijccefsful,  return  with 
pleafure  to  the  bufinefs  of  my  farm. 

Mrs.  A.  And  fo  (hall  u  George  ! — I  am  not  at  all 
difappointed — it's  a  nafty  ugly  place,  and  I  don't 
think  it  would  do  for  us  at  all.  (half  crying.) 
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Clump.  Aye,  aye — that's  heraure  t*  grapes  are 
four,  I  reckon.  But  I  expe&ed,  fir,  you  were 
pretty  fure  o'  this  confarn,  and  meant  to  make  a 
gentleman's  groom  o'  me. 

Ar.  Silence — go  fober  youffelf,  and  then  look 
for  another  mafter. 

Clump.  Nay,  fir,I  dbnt  wifli  you  to  keep  a  dozen 
horses  juft  to  pleafe  me — I'd  as  leave  look  a'ter  a 
couple  as  if  there  were  twenty,  and  as  for  wages 
being  raifed— 

Ar.  Begone,  fir,  of  inftead  of  wages,  I  (hall  be 
tempted  to  raife  my  whip. 

Clump.  That's  as  fair  as  you  can  fay,  fir,  and 
1  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  :  and  as  miffus 
there  feems  uneafy  at  thoughts  o'  my  leaving,  I'll 
itay  to  oblige  her  wi'  ail  my  heart. 

"  Mrs.  A.  To  oblige  me  !  that's  very  likely. 

Clump.  Yes — I'm  very  likely — and  I  thank  you 
kindly,  madam.  I  humbly  excufe  what  is  paft,  fir — 
I'm  a  bit  frefh,  you  fee,  I  hav'nt  done  myfelf 
any  good  by  it,  and  I  am  very  forry  for  it."  [Exit; 

Ar.  Come  Arabella,  you  cannot  regret  what  you 
never  had — here  is  a  fine  houfe  and  grounds  to  be 
fure— but  it  will  give  me  no  uneafinefs  to  go  without 
them. 

Mrs.  A.  Nor  me,  neither — fo  I'll  order  our 
chaife  in  cafe  of  the  worft;  for  to  fay  the  truth, 
George,  there  is  not  a  room  in  the  great  houfe  I 
could  be  at  home  in,  it  is  all  fo  formal,  I  do  not 
think  I  could  fcold  the  fervants  in  the  kitchen  with 
any  degree  of  comfort  and  fatisfa&ion ;  and  as  to 
the  fine  parlour  and  faloon,  I  fhould  always  be 
afraid  to  open  my  lips  in  them.  \_Exit. 

Ar.  Then  you  would  never  feel  at  home,  I  am 
certain — Never  mind  Bell,  whether  thou  art  del- 
tined  to  be  lady  of  the  manor,  or  remain  the  wife 
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of  farmer  Arable,  he  will  never  efteem  thee,  more 
or  lefs,  for  thy  honeft  good  nature  and  fincerity. 


Song  —  ARABLE. 

Spriflg,  clad  in  gayeft  greeneft  hue, 

Had  'rang'd  Her  painted  charms  in  order, 
The  blulhing  rofe,  and  Foxglove  blue, 

Deck'd  hedge  and  path  with  varied  border. 
'Twas  then  of  love  I  blythely  fang, 

What  fwain  could  ever  love  fo  well  j 
While  thro*  the  glade  my  ditty  rang, 

Sweeteft  of  fweets,  my  lovely  Bell. 

II. 

Oh,  then,  I  woo'd  the  village  maid, 

Who  fmiling,  heard  my  honeft  lay  ; 
And  o'er  the  hills,  to  woodland  lhade. 

Fearlefs,  with  me  wou'd  often  flray. 
Won  by  the  verfe  herfelf  infpir'd, 

She  join'd  love's  artlefs  tale  to  tell, 
And  gave  me  leave,  with  tranfport  fir'd, 

At  church  to  ring  my  lovely  Bell. 


SCENE  THE  LAST. 

The  Room  at  the  Iim  where  the  Sailors  were* 

GANGWAY    difcovered  fmoking,    tip  fey.  A    lighted 
Candle  and  a  half  anker  by  him. 

Gang.  We've  been  drinking  the  captain's  health, 
and  to  fave  time  we  Hove  in  the  head  of  the  barrel 
here  —  I've  made  my  meflmates  all  happy,  and  now 
I'll  finifti  my  grog,  light  my  pipe,  and  be  happy 
myfelf,  a  bite 
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Enter  CLUMP   (Kill  tipfey). 

Clump.  No — you  munna  be  happy  here,  if  you 
pleafe. 

Gang.  Why  not  ? — 

Clump.  Why  all  t*  ladies  and  gentlemen  arc 
coming  here,  to  find  out  who's  t'  ficheft. 

[is  going  to  put  out  the  candle — GANGWAY  flops  him. 

Gang*  Avaft  ! — don't  doufe  the  glim,  brother! — 
I'd  a  month's  trouble  to  get  it  lighted — the  fires 
are  all  out,  and  we  (hall  want  it  again  when  my  fhip- 
mates  bring  the  grog.  [Lights  his  paper. 

Clump.  I  tell  you  t'  folk  are  coming  in,  and  they'll 
put  it  out. 

Gang.  No,  they  won't— I'll  (how  you  how  we 
ufed  to  cheat  the  mounfeers  when  I  was  in  a  French 
prifon,  they  allowed  us  no  light,  fo  when  the  guard 
came,  we  ufed  to  cover  our  candle  thus  — 
[puts  the  half  anker  01  tr  the  candle  and  pulls  out  the  bung. 
There,  with  that  hole  for  the  air,  it  will  be  fafc 
enough  till  we  come  back  again. 

Clump.  Nay,  but  I  tell  thee 

Gang.  Come  along,  I  fay  —  fteady !  how  the 
lubber  yaws !  you  want  ballaft  as  well  as  myfelf. 

Clump.  Ballaft !  blefs  my  heart,  how  drunk  he  isj 
do,  come  along  wi'  thee. 

Drunken  Medley  Duet. — GANGWAY  andCivu?* 

Clump.   Billy  Tally er,  a  btifk  young  failyer, 

Full  of  mirth  and  full  of  glee. 
Gang.     Ceafe,  rude  Boreas*  bluft'ring  railer, 

Lift,  ye  landfmen,  all,  to  me. 
Clump.   For  the  ghoft,  it  cried,  right  folemnly, 

Tol  de  riddle  lol,  tol  de  riddle  lol,  tot  de  re. 
O,  Molly,  you  muft  go  with  I, 

Tol  Id  lol,  de  riddle  lol  de  re.         [Whimpering. 
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Gang.     What  argufies  fnivTmg  and  piping  your  eye  ? 

Why,  what  a  d  —  d  fool  you  muft  be  I 
Cluvp.   If  Mb unfeer  comes,  we'll  do  the  job 
Gang.         In  Jefs  than  half-.in-hpur. 
£/»«/.    O  that  the  bullets  may  fcuttle  his  nob, 
For  I've  got  his  will  and  his  pow'r. 
Gang.      And  when-  the  fight's  begun, 

We'll  make  the  Mounfeers  run, 
Clump.    Singing,  O  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be,' 
Gang.     While  we  firig,  fal  de  ral  tit. 
Both.     Hearts  of  oak  are  our  (hips,    &c. 

\_Excunt,  Jinging  iogtihtr* 


Enter  PLAINLY,  DuBiotJs,  FORESAIL,  ARABLE^ 
Mrs.  ARABLE,  and  ROSANNA. 


Plain.  This  ftatement  of  Mr.  Arable's  property  iV 
tonfiderable. 

Ar.  1  hope  it  will  be  found,  that  I  have  been 
Careful,  without  meannefs,  and  if  my  door  has 
been  open  to  the  calls  of  hofpitality,  it  has  ever 
been  (hut  to  orientation  and  extravagance. 

Plain,  Captain,  I  am  forry  your  ftatement  is  de- 
ficient. 

Rof.  No,  fir ,-  the  captain  is  richer  than  he  has 
mention'd. 

Fore.  True  ;  your  perfon  cou'd  not  be  put  in  the 
fchedule. 

Rof.  But  my  fortune  may. 

Fore.  Fortune! 

Dub.  Yes;  Rofanna  has  twenty  ihoufand  pounds, 
which  I  did  hope  Ihe'd  have  given  to  my  godlon. 
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Fore.  Rofanna  ?  is  it  poffible  I  have  miftakctx 
you  for  the  diftreft  Hcnrica  ? 

Rof.  I  told  you,  you  didn't  love  her,  but  you 
would  forgive  this  trial  of  your  affe&ion.  if  you  kne\v 
how  happy  the  fuccefs  of  it  has  made  me — (Ro/anna 
and  Fore/ail  walk  up  the  Stage  together. \ 


WINDMILL,  with  Letters. 


Wind.  Well,  gentlemen,  my  exprefTes  are  all 
arrived—  and  my  favourite  horfe—  — 

Dub.  (reading  over  his  Jhouider)  lias  loft  the  race, 

Wind.  My  two  plays        !    •• 

Dub.  Have  both  fail'd— 

Wind.  And  my  fix  tickets 

Dub.  Are  all  blanks  —  I  faid  you  had  too  many 
irons  in  the  fire. 

Wind  So  I  had,  fir  —  and  here's  another  —  ({hewing 
ticket.) 


Enter  TEPDY,  with  a  letter. 

Ted.  (to  Windmill)  The  lottery  gentleman  has 
brought  this ;  but  he  fays  it's  not  tar  you — but  I 
know  that's  a  rniftake,  becauie  it's  dir  -6ted  to  iomc- 
body  elfe  ;  the  fubfcription  is  tor  Mr.  Dubious — 
(  Dubious  fnatches  it.)  [Exit  TEDDT. 

Dub.  Let's  fee — let's  kt—>-(WindmiU  Jooks  over 
him.)—"  The  ticket — bought — and  regiftered  by 
you — at  our  office — is  drawn — 10,000  plagues  of 
Egypt! 

Wind.  No,  fir — ten  thoufand  pound* — ten  thou- 
fand — tol  de  rol— I  fay,  godpa,  never  give  aw%y  a 
ticket  again  for  fear  of  accidents. 
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Dub.  I  don't  believe  it,  it  can't  be — it  isn't 
drawn — it's  no  prize,  and  I  never  gave  it  you — It's 
regiftered  to  me,  and  no  one  elfe  can  claim  it. 

Wind.  Why,  as  you  fay,  "  there's  no  certainty  in 
any  thing"-^fo  here's  your  hand-writing,  which  any 
body  may  infpeft.— There's  my  claim  (lays  the  ticket 
en  the  tub] — Now  have  I  too  many  irons  in  the  fire — 
now  will  any  of  thejn  burn  ?  (the  ticket  blazes,  all  are 
aftoni/hed. } 

Wind,  (lifts  up  the  tub,  and  fees  the  caufe)  Fiend 
of  ill-luck,  that  always  follows  me,  come  and  finifh 
thy  work  ! 

<f  GANGWAY  meets  him. 

Gang.  I   come   for  my  candle — it's   lucky  it 
't  go  out,  isn't  it,  fir  ?  [Exit  with  the  candle, 

Wind.  Get  out,  rafcal. 


<e  TEDDY  meeting  him. 

"  Ted.  The  Lottery  clerk  wants  to  know  what 
you'll  give  him — he  can't  flop. 

*Wmi.  Kick  him  down  flairs.       \_Extt  TEDDY/' 

Dub.  I  lay,  Watty,  my  boy,  my  dear  boy,  never 
put  a  ticket  over  a  candle,  for  fear  of  accidents. 

Wind.  Ba !  You  may  claimjww  prize,  and  keep 
it  ;  I  have  made  fure  of  one  you  can*t  take  from  me, 
and  here  fhe  comes  ;  but  what's  the  matter,  I  WOB- 
der? 

Enter  HEN  RICA,  agitated,  with  a  paper. 

Hen.  Thofe  who  knew,  and  will  acknowledge  my 
father's  writing,  will  ceafe  to  wonder  at  my  agitation 
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— Oh,  fir.  read  there  the  vindication  of  my  mother, 
(to  Plainly.) 

Plain.  'Tis  certainly  his  hand  ;  but  whence  came 
this  ? 

Hen.  I  received  it  from  Ralph,  the  worthy  farmer, 
who  protected  me,  and  it  proves  that  a  wretched 
woman,  to  caufe  my  father's  jealoufy,  concealed 
herfelf,  in  man's  apparel,  within  my  mother's  cham- 
ber. 

Plain.  This  paper  proves,  too,  that  your  father,  be- 
fore his  death,  difcovered  the  whole  fcene  of  trea- 
chery, cancelled  the  former  will,  and  by  his  laft 
teftament  gives  all  his  Indian  pofleffions  to  his  in- 
jured daughter, 

Wind.  Then,  who's  to  be  lord  of  the  manor  now? 

Dub.  And  why  was  this  paper  ib  long  concealed  ? 

Plain.  Asaftimulusto  induftry,  the  former  will 
was  to  be  fuppofed  in  force,  until  your  feveral  claims 
were  produced — The  efcate  is  now,  by  Irs  laft  will, 
to  be  equally  divided,  which  (bouli  fatisfy  him, 
.who,  is  already  rich,  and  mud  be  mod  welcome  to 
him  who  is  not  fo. 


Enter  CLUMP. 

Clump.  I  ha'  put'n  to  t'horfes,  and  hope  we  be  all 
fober  and  forgiven. 


Enter  GANGWAY  and  Sailors. 

Gang.  I  have  brought  the  boat's   crew  to  cheer 
the  Captain. 

K 
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Enter  TEDDY  and  Villagers. 

Ted.  And  I  have  brought  myfelf. — The  villagers 
are  all  here,  and  the  reft  will  come  diredly. 

Enter  Mrs.  NOTABLE. 

Mrs.  Not.  And  I  am  come  to  afk  whether  I  may 
keep  my  place. 


FIN  ALE. 


I'm  fo  happy, 
Hett.          .....     As  happy  am  L 

Wind.  I've  money,  good  health,  I've  a  fpoufe-and 

If  you  but  accept  it,  we  never  lhali  cry, 
Though  we  offer  you  Thirty  Thoufand, 

CHORUS. 

I'm  fo  happy,  as  happy  am  I, 

We're  happy  all  over  the  houfe,  and 

If  you  but  accept  it,  we'll  none  of  us  cry» 
Though  we  offer  you  Thirty  Thoufand. 

H- 

Arable*  In  my  rural  retreat, 

The  old  fportb  I'll  repeat, 
Which  I've  often  with  dog  and  with  gun  done, 

*  And  fometimes  you  muft  go, 

Nay,  you  mus'n't  fay  no, 
To  fee  the'dear  people  of  London, 

Chorus  —  For  I'm  fo  happy,  &c. 
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III. 

fart.  I'll  to  fea  'till  war  is  o'er, 

And  peace  (hall  blefs  our  native  Ifle  ; 
Rof.  Then  I'H  await  you  on  the  fhore, 

And  greet  your  coming  with  a  fm'le. 
Ckorus — Then  be  fo  happy,  5  c. 

IV. 

Dub.  'Twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip, 

Come  many  a  flip, 

And  the  beft  luck  which  may  fail  in  a  minute ; 
Clump.  Why  as  to  the  cup5 

Only  all  keep  it  up, 
And  I'll  wage  half  a-guinea  we  win  it, 

Chorus— And  all  be  happy,  &e. 

V. 

Ytddy.  Since  matters  are  right, 

On  this  comical  night, 
Let's  be  merry  the  reft  of  the  day,  boys  ; 
Gang.  Stop,  meflmates,  avaft  ! 

I  told  you  at  laft, 

We  fhouid  end  with  a  jolly  huzza  !    boys* 
Chorus— For  I'm  fo  happy, 
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